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THR COUNTRY SERMON.

THE COUNTRY SERMON.

IT was a shining Sunday morn,

Out of a week o% thunder born ;

And soothing bells their summons lpeal’d,
For countryfolk, o’er farm and fleld.

-1 sought the church that on the hill

Towered in the sunlight pure and still ;
1 sat upon a grave-slab grey,
To breathe the balm of that bright day.

1 watched the people gathering slow
From the far parish spread beﬁow,
From gabled grange, historic hall,
From many a cottage, rude and small.

They came in choicer Sunday guise,
With Sabbath peace in patient eyes,
As those who doubtless looked to find
Some holy boon for life and mind.

1 had not thought to leave the stone
Whereon I sat and mused alone,

But something in me seemed to say
That theirs might be the better way.

I rose, and {'oined the church-bound train ;
My voice blent with their chanted strain ;
And my dry heart drank freshening ease
From streams of pleading litanies,

And ove spake words not ill in tune
‘With beauty of that summer noon :
‘“ How all of brightest, best, we see

Must shadows of the heavenly be;

“ How the blue dawn, and morning’s glow,
And the vast sunset’s fiery show,

Soft pearly moon, and stars of night,

Are shadows of the heavenly light;

“ How all the sweetest sounds of earth,
Music of winds, birds, infants’ mirth,
Anthems that float church-aisles along,
Are shadows of the heavenly song ;

“ How mother’s fondness, rich and fair,
Large trust of child and father’s care,
The selfless loves that deepliest move,
Are shadows of the heavenly love ;

* How the dclights that kindle here,
How gay heart-laughter ringing clear,
How ecstasies without alloy,

Are shadows of the heavenly joy ;

“ How blessed moods of quiet deep,

How placid dream and death-like sleep,
How sleep-like death in snow shroud drest,
Are shadows of the heavenly rest ;

¢ And how, if leal — through suffering, loss,
And thrift more perilous, to the Cross,

In our inferior measure, we

May shadows of the heavenly be-:

“ Until at last, when Time is o’er,
And its vain visions vex no more,
All the pale shadows we shall miss
In sheer supreme substantial bliss.”

The simple words, with feeling fraught,
A warmer faith and juster wrought ;
And forth I went, with brighter eye,
To find a fairer land and sky.

For things about, within me, wore
Divine new meanings hid before ;
And uanto life, thought, work, was given
The sacred light of final Heaven.

JoserH TRUMAN.
— Good Words.

‘“ SORROW AND SIGHING SHALL FLEE
AWAY.”

Tae PROPHET IsAlAn.

‘'Sorrow and sighing, sorrow and sighing,

How can it happen that these should pass
Out of a world where the flowers lie dying,
Out of a world where all flesh is grass ?
Sorrow and sighing, sorrow and sighing,
Dear as the Autumn, and fair as the rain.

Sorrow and sighing, sorrow and sighing,

Will they then cease, and our souls grow dull ?
Sluggichly somnolent, torpidly lying,

Lapped in the calm of a deep sea lull ?

Sorrow and sighing, sorrow and sighing, —
Should we not long for the thundering main ?

Sorrow and sighing, sorrow and sighing,
All to be done, and our tears gone dry ;
Never a thought o’er the boundary flying,
Never a grasp as the clouds swing by.
Sorrow and sighing, sorrow and sighing,
All faded out, nothing left to restrain.

Sorrow and sighing, sorrow and sighing,

What would our days be cut off from these ¢

If, at the fhiry mart, we were life buying,

Should we not choose them, past things that

please ?

Sorrow and sighing, sorrow and sighing,—

Take what you will, only leave us our pain.
S.A. D L

— Sunday Magazine.

I.



LAURA RICHMOND.

From the Sunday Magazine.
LAURA RICHMOND.

BY JEAN INGELOW.

. “?Am: the spoons and forks in the bas-
et ”

“ Yes, ma’am.”

“ And the cold fowls, and the two
and the custard pudding, Elizabeth ?

“Yes, ma’am; I carried them down, and
put them all into the basket myself.”

‘“ That’s right, Elizabeth. There is
nothing else to do but to carry down my
cloak and Miss Richmond’s. We expect to
be back about sunset. Let the drawing-
room shutters be closed before the sun
comes round, and remember to water the
hydrangeas.”

“May I go out this afternoon, ma’am, for
an hour or two ?”

“ Yes, certainly.”

This little dialogue took place in a pretty
garden, between an elderly lady and her

roung housemaid. At its termination the
atter went back to the house to fetch the
cloak, and the former pursued her way
along a gravel path between beds of stocks
and carnations, till she reached her orchard,
which was divided from the garden by a
wicket-gate, and bounded by a clear river,
small and full of water.

As the old lady emerged from among the
fruit-trees, she was greeted by joyful shouts
from four boat-loads of people, mostly young,
and all in high spirits. They Jjust
reached the little landing-place : two more
boats presently came up, and there was a
cheerful babel of voices.

*“ Boys,” cried Mrs. Richmond, who was as
joyous as the younﬁn child present, * boys,
respect my water-hlies ; don't knock them
about more than can be helped.”

“ Oh, they’ll all come up again when we
are gone by, Mrs. Richmond. But, grand-
mamma, which boat are you going in ? ”

* What a noise they do make ! ” exclaimed
the gentle old lady, as the boys, backing
their oars, brought their boats’ stern into
the fringe of yellow flags, and fathers’, moth-
ers’, friends’, and children’s voices all as-
sailed her at once.

“ Mrs. Richmond, are

ot salt and mastard on

jelliee,

ou sure we have

tirely to you about the ginger-beer.” —*1

ard ? " — ¢ Mrs.  sat in the “
ichmond, the Vicar says he has trusted en- |

3

bread ? — who knows where the bread is ?
Call over all the things we’ve got.” —
“ Boys, be quiet.” — “ Oh, Dick, you splash
us.” —“ Papa, oh, dear papa, will you
gather a li}iy for me ? "

A eal confused by the noise, Mrs.
Richmoud wished she had not promised
to join the pic-nic.

“I never will' go again,” she thought, as
she stepped into her place, for this was an
annual pic-nic, and a very large one; but
every year her objections were overruled by
her son and daughters, her grandchildren
and her frienﬁ arod. and

A oung now a , and was
greetZd with cnyes of * ﬁge late Miss Rich-
mond ! ” —“ Hurrah! here’s Aunt Harriet.
Now we’re off!” — “No we’re not.” —
“ Now, let every one sit down.” — “ Is Miss
Richmond seated ? ” — Then let the ¢ Wa-
tersprite ’ take the lead.”

he * Watersprite ” was accordingly
rowed clear of the white and yellow lilies
and the, forget-me-nots which fringed- that
little river; and, under a blue sky and be-
tween rows of fruit-trees, her five compan-
ions followed.

The boats were all large, and not very
light ; but that did not much matter, as
they were going down with the stream.

In the first four boats there was a great
deal of talking and laughing, often, also,
there was singing, and sometimes a little
scolding. In the last two boats there was
silence, or only whispers ; but this quietude
by no means showed that the last two boats
contained less happy passengers. On the
contrary, every face beamed with joy, every
eye shone with expectation; for was not
this a holiday? Was it not a reward for
good behaviour? Yes, indeed! The last
two boats were the most important of all ;
— the pic-nic was given expresaly for them
— given by the committee to the scholars
of % The New Philanthropic School.”

A little pennon floated from the hindmost
boat, and on it was emblazoned the name
of the institution. The mistress, proud but
anxious, sat under it, hoping that all would
pass off well; the Vicar sat in the next
boat. He was also anxious — anxious about
his own many boys and girls, hoping to get
them and all the other children safely land-
ed and safely home again. Mrs. Richmond
atersprite,” and she was anx-
ious, too, for the weighty matter of provis-
ion was her care. ere there fowls

say, grandmamma, you said you would go:enough? Was there beef emough? Had
with ‘us this time. Ours is the best, the plates been remembered ? ~She was
boat.” — « Charlie, if you don’t sit still, you : not certain; but she hoped all was right.

must be put on shore.” — “ Where’s the |

Nobody else, excepting a mamma or two



4 LAURA RICHMOND.

— who did not like to see the least move-
ment in the boats —had the least shadow
of care at heart that day. In a triumphal
procession the six boats went down the glas-
sy river, turning and winding, sometimes
between level pastures full of cattle, then
through a wild heath covered with flower-
ing lingy then through a long wood, where
smooth-trunked plane-trees leant overhead,
and the wat' r was quite green with the re-
flection of their leaves.

A jolly place for nests in the season!”
said the young rowers; for hawks and owls,
and jays and stockdoves built there.

" And now at last the boats emerged from
the shadow of the trees, and on the left
hand, looking white and bare in the sun-
shine, stood the place they were to dine in
— the ruins of a castle and a chapel, roof-
less and rent. Trees of ivy pushed them-
selves over here and there, between the
battlements, and ferns feathered and adorned
the shattered carved work of the arches.

“ Hurrah !” cried the boys, ¢ how grave
and still the old place looks to-day.”

«% And O! look at the foxgloves, and look
at the snapdragons I” exclaimed the girls.

“ Now boys, now girls,” cried the Vicar:
“don’t be in ahurry. Steady; hand the
little ones first. You have all the afternoon
before you ; the castle will not run away.”

In spite of this assurance the eager crowd
sprang out over the bank, as if every mo-
ment was of the greatest consequence, and
ran up the little hill to the ruins with shouts
of exultation, leaving their elder guardians
to follow more rzuietly, while the scholars
came up in an orderly body, and two men-
servants gradually emptied the baskets of
their savoury contents.

It was commonly believed by the princi-
pal consumers of that great feast, that its
equal never was spread. It was an annual
exhibition of all that was delicate, abun-
dant, and delicious. Jelly of the most cun-
ning shapes and of the brightest colours;
piles of rasberry tarts and cheesecakes, pies,
strawberries, a whole ham, cakes of all
sorts, and curds and cream, and chickens
and pigeons, to say nothing of beef and bread
and such common things, and not to mention
orange-wine and ginger-beer in abundance.

A place was chosen just within the shad-
ow of the castle, and where the old donjon
tower had once been raised. Then the ta-
ble-cloth was spread, and the tempting vi-
ands were displayed. My poor unfortunate
reader, you never went to that pic-nic, at
Jeast it is not probable that you ever did.
Such raspberry tarts, so crumbling, so
tlaky, so altogether desirable, never were

baked for you; their fame has survived
some things better worth remembering, for
they are often talked of to this day in ev-
ery quarter of the world. -

ile the cloth was spread, and the pro-
visions were qot ready, there was a general
retreat for play, the joyous voices of the
children were soon heard all over the old
ruin, and their active steps in the scramble
after nests and flowers and ferns. At length
the whistle sounded, the signal that they
were all to appear at the board, which they
soon did, the guests in groups and the
scholars in procession, two and two, with
the mistress at their head.

They sang a grace before they sat down
on the short dry grass, and then, under the
direction of the committee (four bustling
ladies), the feast began — the scholars,
flushed and happy, taking out their handker-
chiefs and spreading them over their knees
to protect their new green gowns.

radually but surely the viands disap-
peared, and when the Vicar — having giv-
en each scholar a glass of orange-wine —
told them to drink the health of the com-
mittee, not a raspberry tart was left.

Partly because all the scholars were seat-
ed in due form, and partly because he did
not wish them and the other children to
begin any active sports immediately after
their dinner, the Vicar then addressed the
assembly, and speaking to all, he first re-
minded them what blessings they derived
from education, remarking that he was sure
there was not a boy or girl present who was
foolish enough to wish for continual holi-
days. * Nor, delightful as is a festive occa-
sion such as this,” he continued, “ would
any of you wish it to be frequently repeated
at the risk of interfering with those lessons
in which you are all able to take an intelli-
gent interest ?”

It is possible that here the Vicar did not
carry the feelings of the meeting with him,
for tiough he was listened to with due de-
corum, there was a puzzled and doubtful
look upon many young faces,and the mis-
tress coughed faintly as though she should
be sorry to see her scholars put to the

roof.

The Vicar did not observe this, and he
went on, —

“ But especially, my dear children, must
those of you who are scholars in this excel-
lent school, rescued from poverty and neg-
lect, you being orphaus or friendless, — es-
pecially must you feel grateful for the good
education which is teaching you those things
¢ which belong to your peace,’ and fitting you
to earn a respectable living in this woﬁx -



LAURA RICHMOND. 5
gratef;xlwthose good ladies who set on foot | which is not what the eommittee contem-

“the Philanthropic School,” and to that
worthy mistress who labours so conscien-
tiously to carry out their benevolent plans.”
Here the meeting was entirely with the
speaker. The boys began to cheer, for this
was a proper and even a laudable occasion
for making a noise; the scholars joined
with right good-will, and they all cheered
together, till at last, when the heads of the
committee ached, the Vicar called for order,
and the mistress ran behind the ruin to
dash away a few happy tears.

In a few minutes sie stole back again.
The Vicar bad concluded his address, and
her scholars were reciting ms. After
that they sang a ballad and a part-song,
while the other children listened and were
very glad that they were not called upon
to take their turn.

« Now,” said the Vicar, “ you may all go
to play till you hear the whistle again.”

oyful words! The ground was cleared
almost instantly, the boys ran off to climb
and run races, the girls joined the scholars
and went off to play at blind man’s buff,
and all the grown-up guests followed, with
the exception of the Vicar, Mrs. Richmond,
and two members of the committee; these
sat together in the shadow congratulating
each other that all had bitherto gone off so
well, talking of the new subscribers they
bad got, and lamenting that some of the old
ones withdrawn, till, the Vicar strolling
away, they came from generals to particu-
lars, went into the prices of the chief arti-
cles of food and clothing, and came back at
last to their regret that they had lost some
of the old subscribers,

“ But I cannot wonder at it,” observed
Mrs. Randolph, the youngest of the ladies;
“ for as Mre. Gresham was remarking to me
onl yesterday, so far from the subscribers
denving any benefit from the school, ser-
vants leave their places oftener now, and
ask for higher wages than they did before
it was set on foot. Jane Harris has just left
her place.”

“ Indeed !” said Mrs. Richmond. *Jane
seemed to suit so well, I am so sorry she did
not remain.” '

* Yes, she only stayed six months— suited
exactly ; but heard of a place where more
was given and there was less to do, so she
gave warning. ‘Now,’ as Mrs. Gresham
said, ¢ we understood that this school was to
rear destitute children, fit them for service,
and inculcate good principles ; but it is evi-
dent that your plan does not suit the occa-
sion, for your young servants will not stay
with us, or if they do they want high wages,

plated when they first supported the
charity.’”

“ No, certainly not,” said Mrs. Chamber-
lain, the third member of the committee ;
“and this state of things gets worse and
worse.”

“ But, my dear, no one complains that
the young servants we send out are not good
ones,” observed Mrs. Richmond.

“ That is true,” answered one; and the
other proceeded.

“ Now, as Mrs. Gresham said, very justly,
there must be something omitted in their
education. Contentment with their own
station, and a desire to do their duty b
their employers, cannot be properly incul-
cated, for instead of attaching themselves
to the families they go into, they are gener-
ally eager to rise, and bent on bettering
themselves.”

* And they succeed,” said Mrs Richmond :
“ that is, because we supply, as it were, a
superior article, and a superior article is
sure to command the highest price. We
cannot pretend to regulate what wages they
shall receive. I, for one, should not wish it.”

“ But I assure you,” said Mrs. Randolph,
“that the new members of the committee
think something really must be done to
remedy this state of things, and at the next
meeting they mean to bring the subject for-
ward, therefore we had better be prepared ;
some of them say the girls are taught too
much.”

“ Yet it is what they are taught which in
a t measure makes their value,” observed

. Richmond.

“ But if they were taught a little less on
some points, if — I hardly know how to ex-
press myself —if they were taught what
we want them to know, in order to adorn
their station ; and, in short, left to find out
the rest for themselves” —

“ Why then they would not be tempted
away a3 they are,” said Mrs. Chamberlain,
taking up the sentence.

“ Very true,” answered Mrs. Richmond ;
“ but neither would they be so well worth
keeping.”

“ And then,” continued the former speak-
er, “there is another thing that I much
regret. Consider the expense we are at to
make servants of them, and how few remain
servants long ! Some make good wives, some
make good tradeswomen, some good teach-
ers; but hardly any remain permanently
sercants — they think themselves fit for
something better.”

“ Deep in conversation, ladies ?” said the
Vicar, joining them. ¢ Well, this is a happy
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day for you. It must be a
vou to see how well your school answers.”

" «You think it does answer ? ” asked Mrs.
Richmond.

“«To be sure, to be sure! No doubt of
it!”

« That is the very point we were discuss-
ing.”

“] should not have thought there could
be a doubt. The girls are orderly, healthy,
cheerful. At my weekly examinations I
find them intelligent. They conduct them-
selves modestly after they leave the school, |
and they all earn a decent livelihood. Is
that compatible with failure ?

« Why yes,” said Mrs. Randolph,  for we
educate them expressly for servants. Ser-
vants are very much wanted, as we all know ;
and it is vexatious that they will not con-:
tinue to be servants when we have taken

such pains with them.”

“ &ere they to be servants, then, for our
sakes or for their own ¥ ” i

“For their own, assuredly. This is a
charity school.”

« Then it answers. Your charity has!
done all the good it contemplated ; for these
girls, though matters have not turned out '
exactly as you wished, are earning quite as
comfortable a living as if they earned it in
the way you intended.”

“ We wished them to adorn their own
station,” said Mrs. Randolph, “not to rise
out of it.”

¢ Why, my dear madam, you took them
out of it yourselves. You rased them from
a state of rags and dirt, neglect and ignor-
ance. As far as in you lies, you give them
all the knowledge requisite to make them
intelligent Christians and excellent servants.
You accustom them to cleanly habits and
civil speech. What wonder, then, that
their next desire is to raiss themselves ? ”

«“We have a right to expect something
from their gratitude.” .

* But you made no agreement with them
that they should serve you after they lett
school 27

“No. And though I feel hurt at their
leaving us as they do, I should be the last to
wish for such an ement; nor should
1 have mentioned the subject’if I had not
known what some of the subscribers think
— which is, that the want of good servants
was pleaded to them as a reason why they
should support the school, the intention of
which was to provide such. And now the
very circumstance of our keeping these
girls so long, and teaching them so carefully,

| under

makes it more difficult than ever to have

and to keep good servants ; for they can

at comfort to'command such high wages, and are «o in-

telligent, that they know exactly what they
are worth ; and 1f we will not or cannot
give it, they go elsewhere.”

“ Could we have a better proof than this
that the charity (to those who support it
with a single heart, and all for the glory of
God and tge ood of these girls) is a perfect
success 7 our best and most thorough
charity is that which tends to make, and
ends in making, its object independent of
charity ; which, in fact, works to its own
extinction ; which takes from the ranks of
those who hang on it for assistance, and
adds them to those who can exercise it.”

Now all this time Mrs. Richmond sat
silent. She thought her two friends took
rather a low view of the matter, and was
vexed that they should bring interested mo-
tives to bear on it. Mixed motives never
answer when charity is in question. If peo-
ple will not ;ﬁilve money for the love of Eod
and their fellow creatures, it is cruel to
them to let them think that what they give
romise that some good to them-

a
selves will come of it, is charity at all. « How-

"ever,” she reflected, “ 1 have not a large

young family to bring up, nor have I small
means, as these have. I could afford to
raise my housemaid, Elizabeth’s, wages to
any sum that she is likely to ask without in-
convenience ; so, perhaps, I ought not to
say anything. But if all the members of
the committee take this view it will be ver
awkward ; and I do not see how the funds
of the school can be kept up.”

3 (3 really is most difficult,” pursued Mrs.
Chamberlain, * to get and to retain tolera-
ble servants.”

“ So my wife says,” observed the Vicar,
“ but this is not a new complaint; I can
remember hearing my worthy mother make
the same when I was in the nursery. Now,
if the complaint is a just one, it must have
a cause, and I think that cause is not far to
seek. It is, that our interest and that of
the servants clash : we want good servants
and low wages, they want good mistresses
and high wages.”

¢ Buc no wages will induce them to attach
themselves to families as they used to do in
the good old days,” said Mrs. Randolph ; I
mean, no wages that we should think of giv-

* Then,” observed the Vicar, “ 1 suppose
we shall have to do more for ourselves. I
bave never doubted that as knowledge was
spread and emigration went on, we should
not have so many servants ; what we have
are superior and are more costly luxuries. In
some things, therefore, we should learn to be
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independent of them. Suppose we start a
philanthropic school for young gentlewomen,
and teach them how to practise various
feminine arts neatly and becomingly.”

At this moment pretty Miss Richmond,
drawing a long tendril of woodbine after
her, came wandering by, and stopped to lis-
ten to the conversation. An expression of
great surprise and a certain (fieapproul
appeared in her face when she heard the

icar’s answer; probably she thought it
very wide of the mark.

His eyes fell upon her as he concluded,
and she thought he was addressing her in
particular. She did not look asif any kind
of domestic art was at all in her line, and
she replied, with a quiet smile, “ I do not see
how what does not become our station
could possibly be done becomingly.”

“ You J)lay with my words, Miss Rich-
mond, and beg the question too! But if

ou went as much as 1 do into the classes be-
ow us — into small tradesmen’s families, for
instance, and there saw the one little dr
serving the hardworked master’s unpalatable
dinner, while his daughter sat with feet on
the fender reading novels, you would wish
as I do that it was still the custom for
young women, whose fathers are not rich,
to do the more delicate parts of the family
cooking, and ironing, and so forth. Now
supposc we have a school to teach these
things — at least for such folks as I have
mentioned it would be useful.”

The ladies of the committee were not
preFared to entertain this new proposition ;
80, like the prime minister in the poem, thl;;ly
* smiling put the question by.” The diff-

culty was not solved, nor likely to be ; and
after all, what do men know about house-
keeping, and all the trouble it causes, and
the thought it demands? So thought the
two younger members of the committee.
. The elder, Mrs. Richmond, sat placidly
enjoying the scene, but then she was at that
tune in total ignorance of some little events
with which I am about to make you ac-
quainted, and with a scene which had taken
place in her own orchard that very day.

It bas before been mentioned that when
Mrs. Richmond stepped into the boat which
was to convey her to the pic-nic, ber house-
maid Eiizabeth was left at the brink of the
little river, looking on.

* Don’t forget the hydrangeas,” said the
mistress, repeating her desire that her flow-
ers might be watered, and the maid answer-
ed —* Oh no, ma’am, I shall be sure to re-
member them.”

But the boats had been slowly rowed
away, and the rocking lilies had swung into
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their places in, and the widening ri
on thg wateragrd spread out and loatg th:g-s
selves among the flags, and the figure of
Elizabeth was distinctly reflected on the
water, before she roused herself from her
meditations and thought about returning to
the house.

I will just watch them till they are out
of sight,” thought Elizabeth, and then she
stepped a little nearer, and counted over in
her :;ind hlc.:w many timesds:e hfd made
one of that happy party, and how lo 0
it was, for shg b beyen a scbolarnxgnatie
Philanthropic School, and a very good
scholar too.

* Well now they are out of sight at last,”
she said, * but I have nothing to do in-doors
— cook will answer the door-bell if any one
rings. It feels so pleasant and free out
here, I think I'll take out my work and sit
on the bench a bit.”

So she drew from her pocket a pair of -
wooden knitting pins and a ball of scarlet
wool, which her mistress had just given her,
and began the operation tnat kmtters call
“ casting on.”

“ Now the thing is,” said Elizabeth, talk-
ing aloud to herself, “ which gives these lit-
tle shoes to the charity sale, missis or I?
Missis buys the wool, it costs ninepence;
she says, * Here, Elizabeth, you can knit
this up at leisure times.” Very good ; when
they are done they are worth two shillings,
and missis sends them and all the other
things I knit to the sale. Well, I am a
charitable person, that's certain! To be
sure missis pays for my time; in fact, one
may say she hires all my time of me. Yes,
il ls'eel Why, it's not my charity then at

This conelusion did not seem to distress
the young woman, for she presently began
to sing; and very pretty she looked, and
very cheerful and contented, as she sat un-
der the laden apple trees, in her neat print

own.
8 Afer awhile she stopped suddenly, from
a fancy she had that somebody was geacmg
time to the She shaded her eyes
with her hand and looked back inte the or-
chard, but she did not see any one, and the

sound had ceased.

So she began again, and the sound began
too. It was not like beating time, she now
thought, but like slow, doubtful footsteps,
drawing nearer and nearer.

“ 8urely I do hear somebody coming,”
said Elizabeth, turning again.

“It’s only me. 1 beg pardon, I'm sure,”
said a voice almost at her elbow.

4 Bless me! Mr. Tompkins!” exclaimed
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Elizabeth, jumpipg up and colouring;
* how you d‘gd t'xl')ighgten lll)le.” -

Mr. Tompkins was a young man who
served in a corn-chandler’s shop. On being
thus accosted be blushed even redder in the
cheeks than Elizabeth had done, and said
he hoped he was not in the way; that
knowing her mistress was out he had just
called as he went home to his dinner, to ask
how she was, and cook had sent him down
the garden. !

;ia am very well, thank you,” said Eliza-

* Which is easy to see, I should say,” re-
plied the young corn-chandler ; * for it ever
there was anybody that looked — that al-
ways looked ” here not perceiving how
to finish his sentence, he paused, and iliza—
beth sitting down and inning to knit
again, he sat down on the bench beside her,
aud continued for some moments to gaze on
the little river. Whatever Elizabeth may
have expected him to say next, it certainly
was not what he did say; his words
were, —

« Was you ever at sea, Elizabeth ? ”

“ Why, no, William,” she replied, “you
know I never was.”

« I should say,” proceeded Mr. Tompkins,
nervously,  that a sea voyage wouldn’t hurt
you a bit. In short I think it would do you

& A silence followed. If Mrs. Richmond
bad heard this said to her active, good-hu-
moured, and clever little housemaid, she
would have known very well what it meant,
and would have begun to look out for a suc-
cessor ; but Elizabeth was so taken by sur-
prise that she could only look confused, and
answer slowly, —

“ 1 don’t want any sea voyage to do me

; Inever had a day’s illness in my life.”

% Only nobody wants to be a servant that
can help it,” said the young man; * and I
should like to set up shop for myselt. I
want to be independent, don’t you 7"

“1 should like it very well” answered
Elizabeth, demurely.

“ Well, there is nothing but a sea voyage
between us and independence, as far as [

can see,” proceeded the young man, gather-

ing courage.

“1 thought you were very comfortable
where you are,” said Elizabeth.

“ 8o I am while 1 stop as I am,” was the
reply ; “but my wages would be a liv-
ing for a wife and family. So Elzabeth,
my dear, if you would but consider that you
have lived a good while in service ” —
Here again the bashful lover stopped, and
though ne was in general a straightiorward

and downright young fellow, he now went
a long way round before he came to the
point ; his grammar got all wrong, his sen-
tences came out head first, and at last he
heaved an audible sigh, and heartily wished
this terrible business was over; but he had
begun by astonishing his companion so
much, that she was not quite certain as to
his meaning yet, nor did she thoroughly
master it till he gave her a letter to read,
which set forth that the writer, who was his
brother, was doing uncommonly well in New
Zealand, and if he, William, would marry
and come out to him, he thought it would
be a fine thing for them both.

¢ Which,” said Mr. Tompkins, ‘“is the
very identical thing that I should like to do,
provided, Elizabeth, my dear, you would
get over the disadvantage of the voyage,
and would marry me.”

The end of the conversation which fol-
lowed, proved that Elizabeth could get over
this disadvantage, and as the vessel in which
young Tompkins proposed to sail was adver-
tised to start in six weeks, and she was to
leave her place and be married in a month,
it was not very wonderful that she forgot to
water the hydrangeas.

The day which followed the pic-nic was
as fine and clear as possible, and the sun
was streaming in at the windows when Mrs.
Richmond entered her drawing room, and
was struck by the sight of sowe droopi
flabby leaves, and taded bunches of flowers.

She rang the bell.

“ There is the bell,” thought Elizabeth ;
“ now, if mistress is alone, I'll do it.” She
entered, and Mrs. Richmond, all uncon-
scious of what her housemaid had to say,
pointed out the flowers, and Elizabeth, with
a look of vexation, said, * O, dear me,
ma’am, how sorry 1 am! I clean forgot
them.”

“ That was careless, Elizabeth,” replied
the mistress, “for you had nothing else to
think of, nothing whatever.”

What a mistake !

Elizabeth closed the door and went to
fetch the watering-pot; she watered the
plants carcfully ; her mustress was reading,
and Elizabeth made her task last as long as
she could, hoping she would look up. n%he
did at last, and thereupon Elizabeth began :
“If you please, ma'am ” —— and stopped.

“ What did you say, Elizabeth ? " asked
Mrs. Richmond.

“ It you please, ma’am — if it's not incon-
venient to you, I snould wish to leave this
day month.”

‘To judge by the countenance of the mis-
tress it was very inconvenient.
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“You quite surprise me!” she said;
“ Have you any fault to find with your
place or your wages?”

« No, ma’am, I have been very comforta-
ble with you, and I am very grateful for all
your favours.”

“ Then, why do you wish to leave ? ”

The blushing housemaid looked first one
way, then the other ; at last, she answered,
* I promised I would give warning.”

. “? ou promised ! — whom did you prom-
ln ”

“ William Tompkins, ma’am.”

“ Why could you not say so at first,” said
the mistress, unable to repress a smile;
“you mean that you arg going to marry
Tompkins.”

# Yes, ma’am ; this day month.”

« Well, he bears the best of characters,
Elizabeth, .and I wish you joy, though I
shall be sorry to lose you; you have n
with me for years, you have got accustomed
to all my ways.”

“ Yes, ma’am, I have been with you ever
since I was sixteen, the same age that my
sister is now.”

It was not very eas
this little hint, and {Irs.

to misunderstand
ichmond answered,
« It has not generall{ been my plan to take
a very yonng girl, Elizabeth.”

“ No, ma’am,” pleaded Elizabeth, coming
nearer to her pomt; “ but Sarah is taller
than I was at her age, and I thought as the
ladies bave been so well pleased with her
that perhaps you might consent to try her;
the place 18 vel?' light, and she could easily
do the work, if I was here just at first to
put her in the way ot it.”

* Why, you seem to bave arranged the
whole atiair for me,” said Mrs. Richmond,
unable to repress a smile.

The housemaid bluslted yet more deeply,
and answered, “ Sarah is the only relation 1
bave in the world, ma'am. And William
said yesterday that if we got on tolerably
well, he would have her out as soon as he
could afford to pay her e.”

“ You are not very worldly-wise to tell
me that,” said Mis. Richmond. %I am
atraid that in this little plan you have been
considering your own benefit solely, and not
mine.”

“Ma’am?” said Elizabeth, not under-
standing her. |

* You wish me to take your young sister,
that you may know she is safe and well
cared for. Of course you are aware that it
will give me some tronble to teach her my
ways, and to look after her; but it appears

that I am not to bhave the advantage of

her services when I have taught her, for
you mean to send for her.”

# Ma’am, I beg your pardon, I am sure,”
said Elizabeth. ¢ It seems as if William
and I had planned to make a convenience
of you; but I am sure I never gave it a
thought that such was the case. I only
thought that Sarah’s time at the school
was up in ten days, and that when I left
you you would want a housemaid. Of
course I knew you could do better for your-
self than to take her, but somehow ”

Elizabeth stopped here, and occupied
herself in picking up such leaves as had fal-
len under the flower-stand.

“ But what, Elizabeth ? ” asked her mis-
tress.

“ Why, ma’am,” replied the housemaid,
?eaking more freely than she could have
one but for this sudden prospect of marry-
ing, and pever after that seeing her mis-
tress and benefactress, * I have been so used
to hear you talk of the girls as if it were
an advantage to you to do them a charity,
that I made up my mind you would try
Sarah, just because it was plainly the best
thing possible for her.”

The housemaid looked as if she could
hardly help crying, for she felt that her con-
duct must appear selfish and neglectful of
the interests of one who had always been
the best of friends to her. The mistress, on
the other hand, felt that a compliment had
been paid, which was sweet because it
was 80 unconscious.

“ Well, Elizabeth,” she answered gently,
“I will try Sarah.”

1.

TeN minutes after Elizabeth was on ber
way to the Philanthropic School to fetch
her sister, that Mrs. Richmond might speak
to her; and the astonished Sarai, a tall,
awkward girl, was informed almost in a
breath that her sister was going to be mar-
ried to William Tompkins, and sail with
him to New Zealand, and that she herself
was sent for to become Mrs. Richmond’s
housemaid. The consequeuce was, that
when she was brought into the presence of
her new mistress she was so bewildered that
she scarcely %ave an intelligent answer to
any question but this,

It I take you, will you do your best ? 7

“ O -yes, ma’am; please, ma’am, I will in-
deed.”

But doing one’s best at sixteen is not
always doing well. Elizabeth declared
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that Sarah’s heart was in the right place,
but if so it was united to a very giddy
head ; and if Sarah wept in the morning,
when reproved for forgetting her work,
she not the less yielded to the fascination
of the kitchen-window in the afiernoon.
She liked to see what joints the butcher-
boy was leaving at the opposite houses;
she liked to gossip with the laundress when
she appeared, and to answer the door to the
baker and hear the news. :

« Elizabeth,” said Mrs. Richmond one
day, “ does Sarah improve ?”

“7 hope 3o, ma’am,” answered Elizabeth,
anxiously ; * she does not want for sense.”

« No,” replied the mistress, “ but she is
sadly thoughtless; you must talk to her,
Elizabeth, she should be more of a woman
at her age.”

« Ah,” thought Elizabeth, “I wonder
what will be thought of Sarah when I am

ne, if this is said now that I am here to
ﬁk after her. I hope, I do hope, she will
not be so silly as to lose the place before we
can afford to send for her.”

« However,” continued Mrs. Richmond,
« I will give her a fair trial ; indeed, I have
amotive for wishing to keep her besides
kindness to you both. The fands of the
school are very much fallen off, and as I
shall save four pounds a year in wi
taking so young a girl, 1 shall let ¢
towards making up the deﬁciencﬁ.e"

« Indeed, ma’am ! ” said Elizabeth, ¢ the
funds fallen off! I am sorry, for if ever there
was a real good school and splendid charity,
it’s that one. In short, ma’am, I owe every-
thing to it; William never would have
thought of me if I hadn’t had a good educa-
tion.”

Mrs. Richmond smiled. “ Yes, Elizabeth,
I think after the girls leave us they are
aware of the benefit they have received.”

« And might I ask,” inquired Elizabeth,
demurely, “ what the ladies decided to do
about that legacy from poor Mrs. Kilk
mer ?”

Elizabeth knew pretty well what had been
done, but she wished to hear it from one ot
the Iadies for herself. This legacy had been
left by an old scholar, of whose rise in life
the others were immensely proud, and it had
occasioned a great deal of gossip in the
town.

« At the last committee meeting we de-
cided to accept it,” was the reply; * her
husband could perfectly well afford to give
it. And the school was much in want of
the twenty pounds, which he very liand-
somely paid free of duty.”

+ They say, ma’am, that he is very rich,”

by
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continued the housemaid, just for the pleas-
ure of talking about her old schoelfellow.

« He has a good deal of land out in New
Zealand, and I believe he came over to get
his ehildren educated. Poor Susan left him
with a large family, but he seems inclined to
do his very best for them.” .

“ Ma’am,” said Elizabeth, earnestly,
“ you've been very good to me, and to more
than me, bat there’s nothing you ever did
that I feel such a kindness as your taking
Sarah; and, ma’am, if ever I can assist the
school, as poor Mrs. Kilmer did, I certainly
will, for it’s an excellent charity — the best
in the town.” .

So Sarah was duly installed in her sis-
ter’s place. Mrs. Richmond went into the
chuich to see Elizabeth married, and from
thence she drove in her pony phaeton to the
railway-station to meet her two younger
daughters, who had been paying a visit to
some friends. I shall be more comfortable
now,” she thought; “ their being at home
makes the house so much more cheerful tor
Harriet. She will be in better spirits, and
1 shall have Moxon to see that aﬁ goes on
smoothly, and to keep that troublesome girl,
Sarah, 1 order.”

Moxon was one of those useful, accommo-
dating, and intelligent people who are a
treasure in any household, small or large.
Partly ladiesmaid, partly parlour-maid, a

nurse, a fair dressmaker, she had attach-
ed herself to the family, especially to Mrs.
Richmond ; and her only fault was that one
which besets some of the best of her class —
Jjealousy.

She bad been very jealous of Elizabeth,
because she also was useful and intelligent,
and it gave her sincere pleasure to find that
this young woman was not * to stand in her
light ” any more.

In her own opinion there was almost al-
ways somebody standing in her light, and
she gave hersolf infinite pains and did more
than was required of her lest any fellow ser-
vant should have the least chance of be-
eoming a serious rival.

Her employers, however, reaped the fruit
of this peculiarity without discerning the
root from which it sprang, and they prized
her ascordingly.

* And how is Harriet ? ” asked Josephine,
the elder of the two girls. Josephine was
tal, very proud, and rather pretty.

* She is lounging on the sofa in her own
room. You must do something, my dears,
to amuse her. The dear child has telt your
absence a good deal — when — when there
was no amusement of any sort going on.”
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This dear child was twenty-seven years of
aie She was rather delicate, entirely self-
ish, and perfectly idle.

« It certainly 18 a little hard,” continued
the indulgent mother, * that you and Laura
should so frequently be invited out and she
so seldom.”

“ Dear mamma,” said Laura, “ I am cer-
tain that if you were poor, and it was an ob-
ject to have us away, or if we were sick and
wanted change, the G. and the Bar-
tons, and Aunt Mills, wc{)nld invite us all im-
partially to do us good, but at present hew
namralyit is that they should ask those who,
as it 'were, do them who amuse them,
and make themselves useful.”

“ Yes,” said Josephine, “ no doubt it is a
great pleasure to go to Aunt Mills, there is so
much society there. But then we help
her to make her parties go off well, and we
play at chess with Uncle Mills, and now the

overness i3 away we walk out with the lit-
lt!le girls, and hear them practise, and play
the seraphine in the chyrch,— in short, we
find out what wants doing, and do it.”

1 know you do,” said the mother, “ and
that is one reason why I miss you so much
when you are away.”.,

* But Harriet is a charge,” said Josephine,
* she has an incurable habit of looking at
things from the passive point of view.”

“] don’t know whbat you mean, my
dear?”

* Why, mamma, she never sayr I have
not understood such and such Ieople, but
always they do not understand me; she
never considers when things occur what
share she may have had in causing them to
occur. She, as it were, sits still in her chair
and considers whether other people are
waiting on her properly; and it they have
not come to her, or comig have not sym-
pathised, then she writes down in her jour-
ual a long tirade about its being the lot of
some people not to be appreciated, not to
be loved, and all that kind of thing.”

“ Well, dear,” said the mother, “ I rather
hoped that now you had been away for some
wecks, and were fresh to the home duties,
you would fiad this one of attending to ber
less irksome than before.”

* 1 shall,” said Josephine ; and to do her
justice, she had spent many an hour that
she would rather have employed otherwise
in practising duets with Harriet, rowing
with her, shooting with her, and otherwise
satisfying her exacting nature.

Laura went upstairs, and opened Harriet'’s
door. Bbe expected to find her sister lan-
guishing and a little pettish, waiting to be
entertamed with accounts of parties and pic-
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nics, but also finding food, in the recital, for
wondering complaints that she had not been
pressed to join her sisters.

She found nothing of the kind. Harriet,
in high spirits, was standing at one end of
the sofa, and Moxon at the other ; they were
measuring a transparent muslin of a lovely
blue colour. .

 Isn’t it charming ? ” said Harriet, when
the sisters had kissed each other; “ and so

chuf."

“Yes, ma’am,” observed Moxon. “I
knew you’d want a muslin for this archery
party that Miss Laura talked of. As I went
throuﬁh Birmingham, keeping my eyes open,
as | always do, I saw this, and thought it
would just suit you. So I took the liberty to
buy it, and I got the money from Miss Jose-
phine.”

* Yes, Moxon,” said Harriet, “ you do
understand me. Of course you know that
my last silk dress would be spoilt at sach a
party. You do think of me when you are
away.” -

* 1 thought,” said Moxon, continuing to
measure it with her finger, “ that even if
it would not wash, you could wear it oo-
casionally during the whole summer; and
having so much ilue ribbon by you,and my
making it up, ma’am, would ensure its being
a cheap dress, and so sweetly becoming.”

“Yeos; it just suits her complexion,” said

ura.
“ And Mrs. Mills’ maid gave me a pattern
of a pretty sleeve,” said hfbxon, “ a new one
of the drees that Mrs. Mills had for a wed- °
ding. She bad it from Paris.”

Laura went away ; for Harriet was joy-
ous, blooming, and satisfied; Moxon was
all in all -éircumstances just then were
doing their duty by Harriet. A party was
coming on, and here was a new gown
wherein to appear at it.

As she moved to the door, Harriet ex-
claimed, “ Ob, but, Moxon ! my hat has a
mauve feather in it.”

“ Very true, ma'am; but Miss Laura has
a white feather lying by, and I thought ” —

% O yes, Moxon, I will lend it for the oc-
casion,” said Laura; and she closed the
door and thought: * Dear me ! when I am
seven-and-twenty shall [ have nothing bet-
ter to excite and interest me than these stu-
pid parties, and feathers, and blue muslia

owns ? O, how small is oue’s importance
m the world! Mamma evidently forgets
that it is my birthday — twenty-three !
Only think of being twenty-three, and hav-
ing done nothing worth mentioniug — noth-
ing at all, in fact, since I came from school,
except waiting on Goody Fairdew. What
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shallIdo? What can Ido? I hate cant;
but if 1 didn’t know that not only in Jose-
phine’s case, but among several of my school
friends who wanted a mission, they were no
sooner engaged to be married than they
forgot all about it, I think I would cry out
for a mission t00.”

The words ** For no man among you liv-
eth to himself,” came into her mind; and
the reflection that they were not written as
it Paul was inculcating a duty, but simply
as if he referred to a fact; not “ No man
should,” but “ No man doth, no man among
you Christians does so live.”

“ Then what right have Iso tolive ? Cer-
tainly it makes the matter no better that
Josephine, who used to think so much more
strongly than I did on this very poiat, has
now lost sight of it. And yet, even she does
not exactly. live to herself, nor will she.
George is everything to ber; and to please
him and his family is all she thinks about.
And as for me, I have nothing to do but to
please myself now that Goody Fairdew is
dead.”

Goody Fairdew was a very old woman
when first Laura came from school. She
had been bedridden for many years. She
had one daughter who lived with her; and
they were extremely poor, partly because
this daughter could not go out cooking, as
bad been her former occupation. She was a
very good cook, and had been accustomed
to go round to the houses in the ueighbor-
hood, and help the servants on occasions of
dinner parties, or of company in the house.

“But 1 cannot do that now,” she once
said to Laura, “not even in the summer,
for I dare not leave mother for a whole day.
It is a great loss, for I used to sleep at home,
and I was often out four or five days run-
ning, for weeks. But now my nearest neigh-
bour is dead. You know she lived at the
cottage just a quarter of a mile off ; now she
is dead, at home I must stay, for there is
nobody that can come in and look after
mother as she did. No, not for love or yet
for money.”

** How often should some one look in upon
your mother 10 the course of the dayr”
asked Laura. :

** Why, muss, early in the morning I used
to give her a good breaktast, and start oft
by six to my place, leaving a good lump of
coal on the fire. We're so near the pit, that,
thank God, we don’t want for cheap tuel,

and that’s a great thing ; for where I came |

from, coal was dear and small. Well, miss,
then about eleven, you know, dinner time,
my neighbour came in, broke up the coal,

feeding her, and making up the
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and maybe fried a bit of bacon or broke two
or three eggs, for I could afford a din-
ner for mother when I was in work — per-
hags she boiled her some potatoes, too, or a
cabbage, if mother had a mind toit, and
then, miss, what with propping her up and
D,
very near an hour was gone, for mother has
no notion of being hurried over her meals
when she likes them. Well, then she went
away and came again about four,and boiled
the kettle for her tea, and made her her toast
and dripping — and then got her into her
chair to have it, and made her bed for her,
and settled her comfortably ; that was not
done either much under an hour. After
that she did very well till I came home. My
poor neighbour’s death is a great loss to me
sure-ly.”

“] will be the old woman’s neighbour,”
thought Laura; but she said nothing till
she got home, and then she untolded her
plan to her mother, and in the presence of
ber sisters. The mother was silent, Jose-
phine was much vexed, but Harriet was
enthusiastic. * Dear Laura,” she exclaim-
ed, “ what a delightful idea ; it is just the
sort of thing that I shguld like to help you
in! I like nice clean poor people, and these
Fairdews are always so delightfully clean,
their little window so bright, and besides,
the mother is such a picturesque-looking
old creature.”

* These would be rather menial ocecupa-
tions for Laura,” said Josephine; for she
never counted for a mowment on any real
help from Harriet.

“ Oh, but she would not be obliged to do
them,” said Harriet; “of eourse it would
be very disagreeable to have to make one’s
own bed; but this sort of thing— Oh, I
declare it is quite romantic.”

“ Ishould have some occupation,” said
Laura to Josephine ; * and this is the only
one that I can think of.”

“ Why should you ? ” asked Josephine.

“Why ? You know very well that we
all think we ought not to live entirely tor
ourselves. We all say that we wish to look
up to our Redeemer as an examaple.”

* [ think you are rushing into this with-
out much thought,” answered Josephine.

“ My dear,” said her mother, * you must
consider what a tie such an occupation
would be to you. Goody Fairdew may
live for years.”

* Yes, mother ; but the hours would not
interfere with yours. She scarcely lives a
quarter of a mile from us; I could walk
back after her dinner, and be in more than

. :
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time for our luncheon. It would be just
the same in the afternoon, I should be home
before the time to dress for dinner.”

“ It would interfere with all the pic-nics
and archery parties,” said Louisa.

“ You must remember that these only
come in the summer,” answered Laura,
‘“and then the daughter is seldom out more
than three days in the week.”

% And the other three ?” asked Harriet,
apprehensively. “Idon’t think Ishould con-
sider it right, Laura, to give up society;
happy as I should be to help at other
times.”

“ The other three,” said Laura, “often
go by without any engagement of that sort.
If one did come in the way, of course I
should give it up. Mamma, I wish you
would speak.”

“ My dear, “ answered the mother, “I
only hesitate on account of weather ; for
you might be obliged to go out every day.”

“ As a governess does,” observed Laura.
“ Very good for me, I should think.”

“ And it is rather a lonely place,” con-
tinued her mother.

“ When I had no other companion, I
could always take Guip with me, and he can
scare the sturdiest beggar away.”

“ Very well,” said the mother, with a sigh,
for people are much more willing to trust
God for themselves than for their children,
¢ Iconsent;” and she decided in her own
mind that when the day was rainy, or her
daughter had a cold, she would send her
housemaid. :

“ Why do you dislike this plan? ” said
Laura to her sister Josephine, when they
were alone in their room.

“1 said very little,” answered Josephine.

“ But I know you dislike it.”

“ Yes, it will make you seem different to
other people. It will make you conspicu-
ous.”

* Conspicuous ! ” exclaimed Laura ; “ con-
spicuous — in what way ?”

* Oh,” said Josephine, forgetting berself,
I only meant that evel'ybol(.g'e would know
then that you think a great deal about,
these things, if you will even give up society
for the sake of them.”

“ These things” really meant personal
religion and religious duties, quite as tuch
as works of charity and benevolence ; and

heard the answer.

“ I do think of these things a little, but 1
want to think of them a great deal more : and
I want, as much as I can, to put myself in
the vay of thinking about them more.”

“ So do 1,” said Josephine, “but this is

13

ing out of your way for them. It's —in
short, it’s putting your ¢hand to the
plOllZ o

« Was the man to blame,” said Laura,
“ for putting his hand to the plough, or for
taking it back again when the furrow was
only half-finished ? ”

“For taking it back,” answered Jose-

hine, who gbderved at once the drift of
Ker sister's question.

“Then why do you dissuade me from set-
ting my hand to this? Surely it is better
to begin, and go on if I can, than to refrain
from beginning at all ; besides, if I begin
I may expect help, and go on with that
help.”

S But if you do not go on every one will
say you are inconsistent. You will have

iven a kind of pledge which gou may find

urdensome. This is not one hard thing to
be done and over, but a series of tiresome
little things that will seem as if they would
never be over.”

“ You mean,” said Laura, *“that it is
safer to put one’s standard as low as possi-
ble.”

« [ rather meant safer not to put it too
high.”

« Josey, that does not answer: put the
standard low, and you will go lower. I am
sure of it. Put the standard high, and you
will strive to reach it.”

“ And fail, perhaps.” .

“ Very liker ; but how much you think
about consistency. Had I not better be
doing rightly sometimes than never? Your
glan would be consistently to refrain from

oing good at any time.” .

“ You have such an odd way of putting
things,” was the answer. “1 do not want
to discourage you from visiting the poor;
you might take a district in of invent-
ing this plan.”

“ You know very well that in this small
place the districts are sought after — actu-
ally sought after.”

& Only since we had such a paragon of
a curate, and he always in and out of the
houses. Well, if a district is not to be had,
there is the school.”

“ l})zo they want another visitor there ? ”

" 0-"

“ But Goody Fairdew does want her din-

'ner, and she does want her bed made.
Josephine was vexed with herself when she |

Le:i me do that till I find something better
to do.”

Nothing better was found. The old wo-
man’s need seldom interfered with Laura’s
amusements; when it did, she generally
made amusements give way, unless her
mother wished to send the housemaid to the
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cottage. This went on at intervals for two

ears ; Laura fed the old woman, tended

er, and read to her. The daughter could
not read well, and it used to give
Laura great pleasure to hear the old crea-
ture say, ‘ Read me my prayers, miss, and
read me my chapter. I looks for ’em now,
and seems to want ’em.” So Laura would
kneel by the bed, and read to her simple
prayers and collects and psalms, and then a
chapter out of the Bible; she also taught
her a few hymns,and often felt very happy
when her poor old patient would say,
gravely, “ Them are very fine words, they:
seems to do me good.”

“I think about those prayers and those
texts ever so much when you're gone,” she
once observed.

“ Do you ? ” said Laura.

“ Ay, dear, and when we both get to
Heaven Tl tell you what I think; but I
can’t now, for you see I've no learning. I
think a vast deal, but I can’t give it words;
but you'll wait, dear, won’t you ?

“ Wait ? ” said Laura, not quite sure of
her meaning.

“ Ay, wait, dear; I shall get in, never
fear. Christ will open the door. I trust
in Him, and, dear,I should like you to
know what I think about it all, and how I
thank you. So when you come I'll tell it

ou.”

When people put themselves in the way
of things, they often meet with them, and
so Laura found; some things that it was
well she should do became easy to her;
some things that it was well she should
think of were constantly brought before
her, while she tried to render them plain to
the blunt understanding of the old woman ;
she could now.think with more seriousness
of life and death, and the hereafter, be-
cause she was 8o often with one whose life
was fast waning away. She could even at-
tend to a dull sermon with interest, because
there was always something that she counld
glean from it to be detailed to her old wo-
man.

1.

At the end of two years Goody Fairdew
died ; Laura then pai({ several visits amon,

her friends, and felt like a n release

from servitude, or rather like a governess
during her well-earned holiday. It was a
comfort to have been useful, and Laura had
not less prized the pr?{yen that she knew
Goody Fairdew besieged heaven with on her
behalf, because they were offered by one who
knew of none but the most universal needs
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of our nature, because they implored in al
simplicity for “this pretty child,” that she
might never want for the best of good liv-
ing, and a warm bed at night, and be
washed clean from her sins, and have a
bappy entrance to the better place. But
she did not know for some time what a loss
the old woman would be to her, for La.ura,
like most other people, was in the habit of
thinking that charity was all giving and no
receiving, instead of which real and pure
charity is always both. It is only the false
charity that gets no return; to the true
that promise yet holds good —* He that
watereth shall be watered also himself.”
Happily, however, some blessings overtake
us when we are not looking out for them.

Goody Fairdew was very fond of the
parables, and there was one in particular
that she often made Laura read: this was
the parable containing our Saviour’s speech
— “Inasmuch as ye did it to the least of
these my brethren ye did it unto me.” The
old woman, though not childish, was becom-
ing very childlike; her humour changed
frequently — a trifle would make her cry,
and when she was pleased she would laugh
and exult.

“ And that’s what He'll say to you, love,”
she once exclaimed, joyfully, when Laura
had finished the sacred speech. ¢ Lord
bless you; I hope I shall be standing high
enough to hear Him say it.”

Laura on hearing this trembled all over;
the strange remark gave a sense of reality
to the thing which she had not attained
to before.

“ He'll never say so to me,” continued the

r old creature. ¢ For you see, love,
new nought about it all till you came and
laid it out as plain as print to me. You'll
shine, love, up there, like the stars, you
know, for ever and ever.”

“ O Goody, dear, don’t talk in that way,”
said Laura. “I know you mean it for kind-
ness and love, but it frightens me.” "

The old woman laughed strangely. “ You
geutlefolks are never for hearing us speak
our minds,” she observed. * It must be
allers, “ Ay, ma’am,’ and ¢ As ye please,
ma’am,” whatsoever we think in our own
minds; and that’s how ’tis that you unever
ki“m* nought about us— nought to speak
o ”

« Don’t we ?” said Laura, with a smile.
She thought she knew a good deal.

“ No, love, that ye don’t. There’s many
a word as we use every day that you never
hear slip over our tongues. You're a dear
innocent, and you’ve no notion of many a
thing ‘both consarning us and consarning the
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wickedness o’ the world, as every child
knows that first drawed breath among us.
There’s no call you should know it. But
don’t you conceit when you talk to poor
folks t{at vou know ’em.”

“ Don't I know you, Goody dear ? ” said
Laura. :

“ Well,” said the old woman, “T'll go as
far as to say that you know so much of me
as, by the blessing of God, you’ve put into
me yourself.”

But Goody Fairdew was dead now, with
all her stra
and the old blind longing for something
morefto be and to do aasaifed Laura again.
This feeling rose strongly in her mind when,
having shut her sister’s door, she made her
little speech about cant ; but Laura was not

en to be married, nor likely to be.
She thought as little about that as she could,
but she often thought that she should not

like to lead an idle, selfish life, that such a
life would not only be damagling to her, but
would also make her miserable.

Laura lived on the outskirts of a

pretty little place, something like a small
town, more like an overgrown village.
There was a neighbourh to visit, but
there were few bachelors, and of these some
were curates and could not afford to marry,
othersappeared indifferent to the many pret-
ty girls about them. How then could Laura
expect to attract attention, for she was not
prettz.
“ And unless I wait till I am forty,”
thought Laura, “ my fortune will not at-
tract either.” For it so chanced that the
late Mr. Richmond, independently of the
comfortable income he had left to his wid-
ow, had left a small fortune for each of his
daughters, which was to accumulate, and
which she was to receive on her marriage,
whenever that took place; but if one of his
daughters died unmarried, then her portion
was to go to his only son.

For some time after Laura came home
she endured a certain wecariness. Nothing
wanted doing, and she began to find the
:;avl. and more especially the evening, very

ull.

“ I wish you would not sigh, Laura,” said
Harriet one night. “ You do nothing but
sigh this evening.”

* Perhaps she is bilious,” observed her
mother. “ It ip often said that if people
are bilious they sigh involuntarily.”

* Dear mamma,” exclaimed Laura, ¢ I am
not bilious ; I am only idle.”

“ Well, my dear, get something to do.”

“T wish I could,” said Laura.

Mrs. Richmond understood, then, that

speeches and quaint piety, ||
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what her daughter wanted was not only
something to do at that moment, it was per-
manent occupation that she had been sigh-
ing for.

%l did speak to Mr. Andrews about a
district for you, love,” she ﬂd, “but at
present all the districts have visitors.”

« And I don’t like district visiting.”

“ You don't! ” exclaimed Mrs. Richmond,
surprised, and with some reproof in her
tone.

« It may be very well for the districts,”
said Laura, * very well indeed, if the thing
is rly done, but it is not good for the
visitors. Well, mamma,” she .contmued, re-
marking her mother’s air of disapproval, ¢ it
certainly would not be good for me. I doo’t
wish to make a kind of occupation of the
poor, and go to see them for my own bene-
fit. because 1 have nothing else to do. I
call that playing at charity. It's a kind of
farming. ldle men take a little land, you
know, and farm it. avowedly for their own
amusement. Idle women take a little land
(the difference is that on their land are
bouses instead of weeds), and they farm it,
only in place of mangel-wurzel and clover
they sow succession crope of tracts and gro-
cery tickets.” L

«T am surprised to hear you talk in this
way,” said Mrs. Richmond, interruptlnﬁ her.

%1 know it is very right, and we should
not deserve the name of Christians if we
did not visit the poor and relieve their ne-
cessity. All I say is, namma, that it ought
to be done for their sakes, and not because
we are so tired of having nothing to do that
we deliberately undertake to interfere and
advise them in their own affairs without
troubling ourselves to find out whether or
not we are competent to do so.” .

«] always did say,” obeerved Harriet,
“and I always shall say, Laura, that you
are the oddest girl I ever et with.

When Harriet was roused to interest, she
was apt to be sententious ; but her mother
and sisters listened to her with pleasure
when this was the case, because it did her
good to talk, and her opinion was not of con-
sequence enough to hurt their feelings.

Accordingly, Laura replied in a style
which induced her to enlarge on these su

oddities, and so the evening ;

ut Laura did not sigh for work again for a
very long time.

'wo reasons sprung up to prevent it.
One was a small, the other was a great one.
The small one came first, indeed it came
the very next morning, in the shape of a
letter to Moxon, to inform her of the death
of her stepmother (a personage with whom
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desire that she would come home immedi-
ately to mind the shop and keep house for
her father.

¢ And my blue muslin gown not fin-
ished ! ” exclaimed Harriet. ¢ Dear me,
wha't an unfortunate time for this to bhap-
pen!” - .

¢ Harriet,” said Josephine, a little shocked,
“ how can you talk of a gown and a death
at the same time !”

“ Moxon knows what I mean,” said Har-
riet. “ She is well aware that whatever
takes heiaway is a misfortune to me —a
real one.

Moxon smiled. She had felt by no means
hurt at Harriet’'s way of putting things.
Her desire was more to be important in the
family than to be loved. She hoped short-
ly to come back. So she did her best to
comfort Miss Harriet, and would not depart
till the blue muslin gown was entirely cut
out and prepared in such a manner that the
young ladies could finish it themselves. It
was, however, very elaborately made. Small
flounces were alle:{e fashion, and the three
sisters did not entirely finish their task till
the morning of the pic-nic, when Harriet
was arrayed in it, and looked the youngest
and by far the prettiest of the three.

Harriet was one of those sweet-looking

irls whomn every one admires at first sight ;

t she was so selfish and so vapid that she
lost her admirers when she was better known.
When she went into society with her two
younger sisters, who were taller but far less
graceful than herself, she threw them com-
Fletely into the shade. She had that air of
resh and tender youth which some fair-
haired women preserve till youth is really
passed, and her sisters appeared like two
somewhat common-place young women who
were with her in order to attend to her and
take care of her.

Josephine and Laura were quite conscious
of this fact, but then it was not unpleasant
to 2o out with Harriet, because she was al-
ways pleased and happy at a y, and
th-y received attention for her sake ; more-
over, she was never at other times so kind
and sisterly in her behaviour to them.

Harriet had had three avowed admirers :
the first,in the fegvour of his delight, made an
offr at the end of four days; Harriet
thonght his raptures delightful, and accept-
ed him; but her attachment to him was
only a reflected feeling. consequently when
these raptures subsided, which they did
rather suddenly, she began to wonder why
she had liked him so much, and some time
after, when the engagement was formally
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she had never been on good terms), and to;

broken off, Harriet felt very much relieved
She said he had been too exacting.

The second admirer also came forward
very hastily, but he was stupid enough to
assure her that it was her sweet temper and
her many merits which had attracted him,
not her beauty; and Harriet had sense
enough to know that she had beauty, but not
much merit, and certainly not a sweet tem-

per. She also valued herself very much
concerning this same beauty. It was the
gift of she felt, and she did not want to

bestow it on any one who would not care
for it. So the second lover was dismissed,
and nobody pitied him.

As for t{e third lover, he saw the pretty
creature, drew near to look, paid more at-
tention than he ought to have done, d
through a period of doubt, then of dismay,
then,subsided into a friend of the whole
family, and finally, when it had become evi-
dent that Harriet did not in the least care
about him, he was allowed to engage him-
self to Josephine. '

So much for the small reason which kept
Laura from ennui; now for the great one.
Alas! that was not g0 easily set to rights as
the trimming of a blue muslin gown.

Laura came down rather early one morn-
ing, about a fortnight after Moxon had left
them. This obliging woman had led them
to suppose that soon after her step-mother’s
faneral she would- return, and certainly
stay with them till a successor was found,
even if she could not, as she wished to do,
arrange to come back for good.

Laura was anxious that all should go on
comfortably during Moxon’s absence. So
as Harriet could not dress her own hair,
Laura went to her morning by morning and
preformed this office very deftly ; then she
watered the plants in the drawing-room,
dusted her mother’s favourite china with a
feather-brush, put the scattered music to
rights, and arranged the room as usual, set-
ting a glass of fresh flowers on her mother's
work-table. On that morning she went
next into the dining room with some fresh
fruit that she had set out herself, and saw
that Sarah had put the breakfast ready on
the table, and forgotten nothing.

Just as all was finished Sle postman
knocked. Laura went to the box, —

“ Oune letter for you, mamma,” she said,
meeting her mother at the foot of the stairs;
and they went back into the dining-room
toigther, Mrs. Richmond sitting down to
re

« Do look at this, Laura ! ” she presently
said ; “ I can’t exactly sée what it means.”
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Laura saw that her mother was startled, | five-and-twenty would do ; it is as much as
and took the sheet of paper. I spend.”

“ Only a business letter,” she began; but| “No doubt it will do,” said Josephine,
a moment after, * Why, mamma !” she ex-|rather sharply; * only, Grace, we might
elaimed, “ haven’t gou got a good many | have been allowed to suggest that ourselves.
shares in this mine ? ” Yes, there is thirty pounds saved.”

“ To be sure,” said the mother; “they| But the unsparing sister-in-law had a
bring me in two hundred a year.” large young family, and was very desirous

* Two hundred a year !” repeated Laura, | that her dear Gilbert should not take upon
aghast. . himself any responsibility as regarded his

“ It seems that the water has broken in !” | mother’s loss.
said Mrs. Richmond. “ The visit to the sea-side generally costs

“ But what do they mean by there being|a deal, does it not ?” she necxt in-
no dividend ? Surely not that you are to|quired; * for you go to expensive and fash-
lose the whole of that money. I had better | ionable places, and you make rather a long
feteh Gilbert. But don’t be uueasy, moth- | stay.”

er ; it cannot mean that, can it ? ”’ “ O yes,” said Harrigt, “ of course we do.
“1 don’t know,” answered the mother, | Surely, mamma, you would not give that
tamely. up?”

Gilbert was Laura’s only brother. She| My dear, we must give up something,
ran up-stairs before eating any breakfast, | and there is no harm in considering the cost
ut on her hat, and went to fetch him from ! of this visit.”
is house at the other end of the little town.| So after some discussion and comparison
Gilbert coloured when he read the letter, | of one year with another, it was found that
and looked deeply dismayed; and though | this visit cost altogether about fifty pounds
he was entreated to explain matters in a | aunually.
favourable manner, he could not do so, but | “ And,” said Harriet, it is certainly our
he presently went up to London, and from  greatest pleasure.”
thence he wrote some highly unsatisfactory | ~ ¢ Then there is Moxon,” thought Laura,
letters. Finally he came home, and told  but she said nothing. And in due time the
his mother that even if these mines could : son and bhis wife took their leave, after a
ever be got into working order again, it'good many unwelcome remarks from the
would certainly be some years before she | latter ‘to the girls touching general econo-
could derive any income from them at all. | my, the absurdity of giving dinner parties,
“ That two bundred a year,” —he ob- | the needlessness of wine for young people
served, sitting gloomily with his mother in | in good health, and the propriety ofP look-
the garden after his return, —*that two | ing after servants oneself.
hundred a year, mother, will make all the| * Grace has a right to speak,” said Mrs.
difference between an easy competence, | Richmond, though she had felt annoyed by
with s me luxuries, and abeolutely straiten- | the remarks of her daughter-in-law ; ¢ Grace
ed circumstances.” has every right to speak, for she manages
Gilbert had brought his wife with him  Gilbert’s house, witE their eight children,
that evening. She was a clever, economi-ia governess, and four servants, for less
cal woman, and she took an anxious inter- l money, my dear, than we spend.”
est in this matter. “ But they would not have a smaller in-
“] should think,” she obeerved to her |come than yours, mamma, if she did not
mother-in-law, * that you can still live easi-  make Gilbert insure his life so heavily ? ”
ly on your income, without sending away| * Make him! Do not use such an expres-

any of the girls as governesses ? ” sion, my dear. If he were taken from his
* Certainly,” Harriet broke in; ¢ that|family young, what would his property be
would be quite out of the question.” when divided between eight sons and daugh-

“I bope it is,” answered her mother; |ters? Grace is truly wise; and it is not
“ but then comes the real question, how can | long since she told me that Gilbert was
we save this sum of money ? ” enerally in far better spirits and more

“Ah!” thought the daughter-in-law, |light-hearted since she had persuaded him
“ then it is evident that she has hitherto | to give up the phaeton, and add to his poli-
spent all her income.” cy.”

“ The girls have five-and-thirty pounds a| “ You always take her Hart., mother.”

ear each for their dress and little expenses,| “1 ought to do! t an excellent
ve they not?” she answered ; ‘ perhaps ' marriage it was thought for. her,—a poor
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vicar's danghtér. Yet, when he chose to
give up his profession, and settle down here
to dexpte imself to literature, how well she
bore 1? She knew what straitened circum-
stances were by experience, yet she set her-
self bravely to meet them ; and though I do
not believe he makes twenty pounds 3 year
vet by his writings, she always flatters him
that he will do in time. Indeed I often
feel that she is a far more prudent housewife
than I am, and she has all that is really
needful though she spends less money.”

“ Dear mamma,” said Josephine, *you |

bad a full right to spend it'while you had it.
1 only wish I knew what I could do to
economise.”

Harriet said nothing ; she was awed into
something like thoughtfulness by the vague
impression that pecuniary straits were at
hand.

“ There’s nothing I hate,” said Laura,
with energy, * so much as that word * strug-
gling’ 1 cannot bear to hear people tal
of struggling. Why should any one strug-

le?”
£l Why, my dear,” said her mother, again
displeased by the tone of her remarks;
“gurely it is better to struggle than to
succumb, you would not have us -despair,
or run into debt, or let things take their
course ? ”

« No, mamma,” answered Laura; and
added, “ I bad a letter to-day from Moxon.
She proposes to come back as she promised,
for a fortnight, but says that after that time
her father must bave her to mind the shop.’

« Ah!” said Harriet, “I knew how it
would be ; misfortunes never come single.
And what a comfort she would have n
to us now.”

« Yes,” said Laura, ¢ but I know of such
a capital, capable, and thoroughly desirable
person to take her place.”

« What do you mean ? ” exclaimed Jose-
phine. ¢ You know perfectly what a very
expensive servant Moxon is; you are quite

rovoking to-night, Laura, I declare.” rtut,
in reality, it was a secret sense of what
Laura did mean that made her sister so un-
comfortable.

« Only,” proceeded Laura, “she is, I
should say, a superior person to Moxon,

and if she is engaged the household work |

will have to be arranged rather differently.
Mother ! ”

The mother turned on hearing herself ap-
pealed to, and looked Laura full in the face ;
she saw a cheerful, pleasant face enough.

“ Mother,” repeated Laura, “you paid
Moxon twenty-two pounds a year, and I

have heard you say that the extra things
servants have, such as tea and sugar, &c.,
cost about seven pounds a year.”

¢ Yes,” said the mother.

“ And what is a servant’s board consider-
ed to cost ? ”

“ From thirty to thirty-five pounds.”

“ Then Moxon cost you certainly sixty
pounds a year.”

¢ More than that, my dear, for there were
her travelling expenses when she went about
with us.”

“ Those, perhaps, were ten pounds a
year ?”

“ They may have been, one year with an-
other” ——

“ What a treasure she was, always clean,

ou know. I often remarked as .ly walked
in the garden past her pantry window —
nice snug little room that it 18, — I often
remarked how pleasant her work was when
1 saw her sitting at her clean table rubbing
the silver with a washleather, or working
with her basket before her. I wrote to her
and told her to send me a list of all the
things she used to do for us, and here it is.
She cleaned the silver, washed the glass
and china, did the needle-work, dressed
us ” —

“Laura!” exclaimed her mother, inter-
rupting her.

* Yes, mamma.”

I could not possibly allow you, my dear
child, to turn yourself into a servant.
Rather than that I would give up the pony
carriage, and do with two maid-servants.
I think we could easily manage with Sarah,
at least we could manage in a fashion.”

“ O yes,” exclaimed both Josephine and
Harriet, “ I am sure we could.”

“ No doubt we could,” said Laura, “but
then that would be struggling.”

“It would be much better than your
turning yourself into a household drudge,”
cried fosephine.

“ A household drudge,” repeated Laura
with some scorn. *Is Moxon a housebold
drudge ? Do you ever see her with black-
ened hands or fluffy hair? Do you think

that because I wish to sit in a snug little
, room and clean a teapot with a pair oggloves
lon, I shall afterwards appear before our
friends with a nose all covered with soot
like Mrs. Lirriper’s ¢ willing Sophy?’ I
should not like the house to get into confu-
sion, nothing to be straight, and clean, and
bright, and nothing to be ready; and, as it
is tﬁe will of Providence that mamma should
lose this money ” ——

“ You think,” interrupted Josephine, * that

h
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it is also the will of Providence that you
should degrade yourself and step down from
your own station ? ”

These sisters, though fond of one another,
could talk with unsparing sharpness when
occasion served.

“Isit the will of Providence ?” repeated
the oung lady.

“ ¥don t know,” said Laura.

“ Don’t know,” exclaimed her sister with
as much scorn as if the words should have
been followed by ¢ You ought to be ashamed
to say 8o.” “* Don’t know ! ”

“ Why, Josey,” said Laura, good-humoured-
ly, “ you often seem to me to confound our
interest with our duty. No doubt it is our
interest, but surely it cannot be a sacred
duty to keep %recisely in the station we
were born in. Do you think now, do you
think that if a duke came to our village and
wished to marry me, and if I declined his
handsome proposition, I should say it was
because it was not the will of Providence
that I should step out of my own station ? ”

Not having a direct answer ready, Jose-
phine shirked the question by replying that
a duke was not likely to come.

* Nor any other gentleman,” was the quiet
answer. “lsit likely, when there are two un-
exceptionable noses in the family, delicately-
shaped and of the neatest Roman pattern,
that any man in his senses would deliber-
ately turn from these to choose a pug?
Mamma,” continued Laura, finding that her
sisters were silenced by this remark, “ all I
ask is, that Moxon should teach me while
she is here all the cleanest and most deli-
cate parts of her work, such as ironing our
lace as well as the other things I have men-
tioned; then that Sarah and -cook should
do such parts of it as are not fit for my oc-
cupation; and that before you decide on
any other plan I should have a month’s fair
trial, and prove whether I cannot do it well
and advantageously.”

* It would be a great disadvantage to us,”
said Harriet. “Ishould not like my sister
to work like a servant.”

« ] never should work like a servant; I
should do everything, you would see, in a
neater, cleaner, and more intelligent way
than ever Moxon do¢s.”

« Everybody would find it out.”

“ That I should not mind,” observed the
mother, ¢ if it was our duty to agree to the
plan. Ireally do not see why Laura should
not try it for a month.”

“Itis quite a new invention, you know,”
said Laura, * to let gentlewomen have noth-
ing to do in the house: our great-grand-
mothers had no notion of such idleness.
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How often did our Great-Auut Clare amuse
us with descriptions of how the Colonel
used to come and pay his duty to her elder
sister, and she as a child used to look on and
admire his uniform and his wig ? She and
her friends, the Member’s daughters, used
to iron their laces and great great-grand-
papa’s ruffs out of doors in the hot weather,
under the great walnut-trees, and the young
officers used to go in and out of the house
to fetch and carry the irons for them and
lounge about her ironing board. What a
beauty she must have been, if she was like
her portrait. And what a pretty scene it
must have been, old Great-Aunt Delia in
her quilted petticoat and the little hat stuck
on the top of her powdered curls, lifting up
the delicate laces and frills with her dainty
hands, and their ancient mother keeping a
sharp look-out from the casement, and call-
ing the Colonel to order if she thought his
compliments caused any pause in the busi-
ness of the afternoon. en they used to
spin. What a graceful occupation that
must have been.”

“ There,” said Josephine, impatiently and
almost bitterly, «“ it is of no use talking of
Aunt Delia’s 1roning, and your doing it, as
if it was equally natural. You know very
well that in those days they all did it. The
girls met together, followed by their maids
carrying the things that were to be ironed,
they had regular ironing parties, and used
to gossip over the affairs of the neighbour-
hood, just as we do now at the afternoon.
tea. The ironing-board was a favorite re-
sort of the beaux a hundred years ago, but if
you take to ironing the lace, Laura, eve
man we know will stare, but nobody will
admire.” R

“I dare say not,” answered Laura, good-
humouredly, for she sincerely desired to
carry her point. * And I do not mind con-
fiding to you, Josey, that if there was any
innocent occupation in the world so be-
coming that it would make me admired, I
should certainly take to it. Of course I
have wished I was one of those pcople who
give pleasure to others merely by letting
themselves be looked at, but it’s of no use
wishing, so I think of writing an essay
*On tﬁe regrets of a Plain Young Lady.
If any one will give a hundred pounds for
it, we can have a new maid ; if not, I hope
to be allowed to play the part myself.”

« It is a pity that you will make yourself
out to be plain,” said Harriet; “ your taking
it for granted, as you always do, is enough
to make peosle agree that it is s0.”

¢ No,” said Laura ; “if you said the same

, thing people would not agree to it, they
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would only say what an affected girl you
were.”

Josephine was silent, she gave her sister
credit for much higher principle than any
which governed herself or Harriet. More-
over, she was very willing that their house
should still be comfortable, and that all those
little matters should be attended to which

take time and nicety, but which are by mo-

means laborious, and which, in fact, make
the difference between a well regulated
house and one which is disorderly and dis-
creditable. . :

Only, thought Josephine, I could not bear
to have it said that Laura did these things:
1 should even be happy to help if the thing
was kept quiet, but 1do not like to have 1t
supposed that we have come down in the
world. George’s family, as it is, hold them-
selves a little above us, and I think his sis-
ters would feel it if we demeaned ourselves
to menial occupation ; they would make me
feel it too.

« Can you think of anything better to be
done?” said their mother, with a sigh.
« You know that even if I let Laura do this,
thirty pounds at least have to be saved be-
sides; the remaining twenty need not be
thought of, for they would have been spent
in charity if we had had them.”

* A tedious discussion then followed, and
it was agreed that the greenhouse was a
Inxury, and could be dispensed with, and
that the three or four dinner-parties, which
they were in the habit of giving annually,
could also be given up, for no one liked to
propose the laying down of the little car-
riage, because Mrs. Richmond depended on
it for her recreation and exercise.

«If these matters are so arranged,” said
Laura, “ we can save this money without
any struggling.”

‘)"er‘;yg%lo )gou harp so on that word ? ”
said Harriet. . .

« Because I dislike the thing. Consider
what misery people put themselves to in or-
dertokeep up appearances before their neigh-
bours, the meanness, the Envaj.xons, tLey
submit to ; and what does keeping up ap-
pearances mean? Why, going without
realities.” . .

« And pray don’t you consider cleaning
the plate am{ washing the china, and ironing
lace, and dressing hair, going without reali-
ties ?” said Joesphine, warmly. .

«Tll answer you this day month,” said
Laura; “in the meantime I declare to you
that I enjoy my pros, | How often have
we laughed when Andrews has said,
¢« My dears, I am so constituted that I enjoy
the east wind” Well,I am so constituted
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that I enjoy the notion of being obliged to
make myself so useful ; and, Josephine and
Harriet, I hereby promise to make a great
concession to your prejudices; I promise
you that nobody shall know!”
Laura laughed when she said this. Joee-
hine blushed deeply ; she felt that her sister
ﬁnew her real and great objection to the
plan would melt away before this promise ;
that she would be truly glad things should
be done, and would be thankful to her for
doing them, if only she would keep her
kindness to herself. :
As for Harriet, she answered openly :
“ Thank you, dear, that will make all the
difference. You have such curious views
about duty that I thought you might feel it
right to tell everybody; but, as that is not
to be the case, I really do not see why you
should not indulge your fancy.” She then
added, “I shall always make a point of
putting my music away myself now, and I
shall mend my own gloves.”

Iv.

“ AFTER all,” thought Josephine, “ two
hundred pounds is a large sum of money.
Is it possible that we are going to save it
by such easy means as these ? 1 really was
atraid I should have to accept Grace’s prop-
osition and teach the children.”

Grace’s proposition, which had been made
privately, was that Josephine should become
daily governess to her brother’s children,
and dine early with them every day. “1I
give Miss Wilson twenty-eight pounds a
year,” Grace had said; “and I think her
dinner costs me about twelve pounds a year.
Now, if you were to take her place, there
would be a considerable sun earned and
saved ; and though I must have regularity
with the children, I would always let one
of the others come to them when you indi-
vidually had an invitation that would inter-
fere with their lessons.”

Josephine shrunk exceedingly from this
undertaking, and entreated Grace not to
mention it, unless nothing better could be
thought of. “I will not,” said Grace.
“ But nothing better will be thought of,
and then I am certain the Andrews would
be delighted to have Laura ; they think so
much of Laura, and they are not satisfied
with their present governess.”

“ We had much better move into a small-
er house,” said Josephine.

“ No, Josey ; you forget that your moth-
er's house is her own. If she left it, it
would want doing up for a new tenant,
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which now she could not afford ; then there
is the expense of moving, besides the prob-
ability that the house would stand empty
before a tenant was found.”

“ O Grace! you think of everything,”
said poor Josephine, almost in despair.

Josephine thought of this the next morn-
ing when she woke, and she admitted to her-
s?aff that the burden was lifted from her
shoulders, no sacrifice now was demanded
of her, and Laura was always craving for
something to do.

« If she is 80 very certain that this is her
mission,” continued Josepbine, “ I really do
think.we ought not to thwart her.” Wheth-
er she would have thought so if Laura had
not said “ Nobody shall know,” she did not
stop to consider.

“ Grandmamma,” said one of the small
Richmonds, putting in his head the next
day at breakfast time, “ mamma’s love, and
— O don’t, Milly, don’t.”

“ Come in, both of you,” said the grand-
mother. ¢ Milly, I know you are there;
don’t pull your brother back. Now, then,
darlings, what is it ? ”

“ Mamma’s love,” repeated the boy —
“ No, Aunt Josey, not marmalade ; we like
the buttered toast much better — mamma’s
love, and Uncle Dick’s coming home.”

* 4 What, Uncle Dick! how glad mamma
must be !”

“ She said she was glad,” lisped the little
girl ; “but she cried ; mamma cried.”

*Is Uncle Dick well ?”

“ Yes, and he’ll be here to-morrow ; and
mamma’s going to have the box room clear-
ed out and done up for him; and here’s
his letter which you’re to read ; and, grand-
mamma, mamma’s love, and will you have
us to-day, because she’s so busy ? ”

“ Of course she is; and her governess
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“No; my thrush. He’s coming home
(Uncle Dick is) —at least pa said he
thought he was — to get married.”

- The girls looked at one another. * Just
like Gilbert,” said Josephine, aside to Layra;
“fancy his talking in that way before the
children.”

« Mamma said, ¢ Oh don’t, Gilbert, to
papa,” observed the little fellow, for he had
caught some of their words. -

“ Do people choose wives for theirselves ¢ ”
inquireg Miss Milly Richmond.

“ Yes, of course.”

“Oh!” answered the small lady, and
seemed to ponder.

The aunts were rather uncomfortable,
and changed the subject of discourse, till
the children had finished eating, and had
demanded leave to go into the garden and
dig in & small plot which they considered
their own.

“ You may depend on it that Grace will
strain every nerve to keep Dick with her,”
said Josephine; *for of course if he will
marry, she would like to have some influence
over his choice. No doubt there has been
some sort of joke between her and Gilbert
already as to her choosing a wife for him.”

“ Well, my dears,” said the politic mother,
“Dick is an excellent young man, and
woixld be a very good- match for almost any

“We know that, mother,” said Laura,
unable to forbear laughing; *“but Grace
does not intend to bestow him on one of
your daughters.”

“ Perhaps not,” said Mrs. Richmond;
‘“but, girls, you are far too fond of laughing at
young men. No one comes near us whom
some one of you has not set before the
othersin a ridiculous light.”

“ Whatever I may have said, mother,”

{;)ne out too. Yes, dears, you can stay..observed Laura, “I shall infallibly forget,

ou’ve had your breakfast ? ”

i if any excellent and delightful young man

The children admitted that they had, but | should bave the good taste to make me an

they were evidently ready for a second:
edition of this meal. The girl sat on Har- |such a case

riet’s knees, sipped her coffee, and remarked
with satisfaction how sweet it was, and how
strong. The boy, after a series of chuckles,
brought a very tame young thrush out of
his pocket — a creature by far too precious
to be left behind —and setting it on the
table-cloth, let it share in all that his aunts
would give him.

“Oh! he's so tame,” quoth the little
urchin.

“ What, Uncle Dick?” said Laura, mis-
chievously. “Is Uncle Dick so tame?”

tion.

Uncle Dick had not exactly that reputa-l

offer — nobody ever will, of course, but in
promise you beforehand to
accept him, if” ——

“ ﬁ' what, Laura ?

«If his sister will let me.’

“ Nonsense ! ” said the mother. ¢ And,
pray, why do you think nobody ever will
make you a suitable offer ? »

«It’s a sort of presentiment that I have,”
answered Laura. “I think things go on as
they begin. Nobody ever pays me a com-
pliment. People talk to me and to you,
mamma, just in the same tone; but to Jo-
sephine and Harriet they say all sorts of
foolish things! However, I mustgo. Mox-
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on will be here directly, and I shall have a
great deal to do.”

Dick, otherwise Richard Vernon, Esq.,
was Grace’s only brother. He was several

ears yonnger than herself, and soon after
ier marriage he had come into possession
most unexpectedly of a moderate estate,
which was left to him by a distant cousin,
ether with several thousand pounds.
Dick, who was then in a Government office,
immediately gave out to his sister that he
meant to marry. She actually believed
him, though, when a very youn%l man does
marry, it 18 seldom from any deliberate in-
tention beforehand.

Dick was at that time just of age. Grace
accordingly made her preparations. She
invited three of the most desirable girls in
the neighbourhood to come and pay her a
visit, and got him to come also.

But Dick, instead of being delighted, first
with all of them, and then with one in par-
ticular, took the contrary course. First he
inclined to the fair one, because she was so
grave and still ; then he admired the witt
one, because she was so independent (this
young lady was rather older than himself,
and was fully aware of the transparent de-
vice that was beimlayed out) ; finally, he
was captivated, , with the clever one.
In fact, he had not been in the house a fort-
night before he was on what might have al-
most been called affectionate terms with all
three. He was a charming fellow, and very
young for his age, and very sociable. The
clever girl regarded him as a handsome and
interesting boy ; the witty one laughed at
him openly when he tried to be sentimental ;
and he found out that the fair one liked
somebody else.

Dick then thought he was rather too
young to marry ; told his sister he should
wait till he was twenty-three,’and set forth
on his travels, determined to look well about
him, leaving the clever girl and the witty
one secretly very wroth with Grace, because
each thought she could have made an impres-
sion if she might have had him to herself;
but what could either do in the presence of
two spectatorsand a rival ?

These travels, once begun, were protract-
ed through eight years, and took Dick into
all quarters of the globe. His sister now
thought he mnever would settle down
at all. Great, therefore, was her delight
when at last a letter came which set forth
that he was tired of having no settled home,
and that he was on his way to England, and
meant to stay three months with bis sister
befor'e he decided where to live.

His land bad no house upon it. If there
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had been one, and he had lived in it, some
good mother would long ere that have mar-
ried him to her daughter.

Dick in due course arrived. Some peo-
ple do not tell much about themselves in
their letters, therefore Grace was a little
surprised to find that this young brother of
hers had not developed into the sort of man
she expected to find him.

“ What do you think of him? ” she said
to her husband, when they were alone.
“ He was always a dear fellow.”

“ Think of him,” answered Gilbert.
“ Well, he looks like a younﬁ naval officer,

and he talks like a parson. He seemed quite
surprised to find. that we had no family
prayers.”

“Because we used to have them when he
went away, and so we ought to have now,
only that 1t is such a trouble to get the boys
off to school, and if we have them after they
are gone, the tradespeople begin to call for
orders and interrupt us. Then at night you
would not like to be fetched out of yoar
study at any particular time.”

“ Of course not,” was the prompt reply.

¢ And I cannot let the servants sit up an
indefinite timé to wait for your coming.
They must go to bed early; they have so
muckdto do lll: the day.” ha

“ mother manages to have prayers,™
said G’i'lbert. * prayers

“ Ah! that is a different thing.”

“1 always liked Dick,” said Gilbert,
composedly. “I wish good health was as
cate inﬁas a fever, and I could catch it of
him. He's such a joyous sort of fellow,
too, and I must say his religion sits very
naturally on him.”

“Oh! we were brought up religiously,”
said Grace.

“ We!” repeated Gilbert, with idle good-
humour. ¢ Then I suppose you mean to
say that it is I who made you the worldly
woman that you are ?

“ Gilbert, you’re not in earnest!” said
Grace, colouring.

“It’s a very odd thing,” said Gilbert, con-
sidering her quietly, as she turned to look
at him, “ a very odd thing that you should
get handsomer as you grow older. I was
thinking only the other day that you were
not nearly 8o good-looking when I married

ou.” -

« But, Gilbert,” said Grace, persuasively,
“ you don’t really consider me worldly ?”

“ Don’t I ?” inquired the compliant hue-
band.

¢ No, certainly not,” said Grace, in a tone
of sincere conviction.

* All right,” replied Gilbert; and after a
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pause he added, “ Dick seems as fond of the
children as ever.”

It was lucky for Mr. Richard Vernon
that he was fond of children, for he found
the house full of them, and they were chil-
dren of the most demoustrative and affec-
tionate sort.

It was a usual thing with him shortly, to
be woke in the morning by very small chil-
dren, who, having escaped from thg nurse-
ry, stood on tiptoe holding by his counter-
pane, stared at him with great eyes, and de-
parted, after ascertaining that he had not
got away in the night.

Boys not quite so small came to see him
shave, and poked their fingers into his po-
matum. Small girls waylaid him on the
stairs, and made him carry them down.
When he was seated the family clustered
about him, and caused him to go through
all his accomplishments —to whistle, to
sing, and imitate the cries of animals ; af-
ter this, when he went to the stables, the
boys went tqo.

“It's a pify mistress allows it,” observed
the nurse to her subordinate. ¢ Master
would be driven wild if they did it to him.”

Dick was by no means driven wild. He
seemed a deal bored by certain efforts
that were made in the neighbourhood for
his amusement ; but he liked the company
of children, and the first time he called on
Mrs. Richmond he brought the five youngest
with him, carrying the baby— who was
rather an old baby — on his shoulder.

“Harriet is as pretty as ever,” he ob-
served, when he came home.

* Do you think so ? ” said Grace, a little
coldly.

“Yes, and she chattered on in the old
way. Josephine is improved.”

As Joscphine was engaged, Grace did
not care what he thought of her, and his
last remark about Harriet reassured her.
“ Did you see Laura ? ” she inquired.

“No; they said she was busy. Gilbert
says she is the best of them. I've almost
forgotten her. Isn’t she rather plain?”

“No. I should hardly call her plain,”
answered Grace, determined to be dispas-
sionate. * She has a sweet expression, but
she is very like both the others, and yet not
equal to them. That is what makes her
apé)ear plain when they are by.” Then,
suddenly changing the subject, ¢ Dick,” she
said, “I am afraid you think we have
brought up our children like little heath-
ens.”

“ Why, what makes you think so ? ”

“ 0, ‘{our having taught them hymns, and
given them those Bible picture-books; be-
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sides, I know you talk to them about reli-
on.”

« Of course,” said Dick.

“] have had so much to do,” observed
Grace, in an apologetic tone. “I strained
every nerve for a long time to prevent dear
Gilbert from giving up his profession, and
then, when I found that was inevitable, I
had still to keep up his spirits in doing it,
though I knew it was a mistake, and though,
of course, I deeply disapproved.”

“ 8o it is a deplorable mistake,” said
Dick ; “ but he seems perfectly contented
now, and certain that he shall make him-
self a name.”

“ O, yes, but that hope too it is now my
Ean to encourage. He could not write if

e did not expect to succeed in the end;
and so, what with my anxieties, and Gilbert
taking up so much of my time, and other
circumstances, I bave, I don't know how it
is, almost lost sight of ” ——

Here Grace came to a stop. A brother
not unfrequently excuses himself to
his sister, and admits to ber that he has lost
sight of the rinciila in which they were
both educated ; perhaps he confides to her
a certain negretthat the caresand the waysof
this world should so much have driven out
the faith and the customs of his father’s
house ; but it is not often that a sister so
talks to a brother. A cle an's children
in their father’s parsonage do certain things
as a matter of course. ey %o to church,
they attend family prayers, they help with
the schools, and interest themselves about
the parish charities. It is only when they
have long left it and him, that it becomes
evident what sort of people they truly are.
Then they do and attend to such things as
they really consider important, and if they
are very busy, they naturally lay aside the
rest.

“] have had so many duties and cares
that I have had no time to attend to reli-
gion,” really means, “ I have not been sen-
sible of its paramount importance, and of
its supreme consolations.” :

Dick had hardly been aware of any dif-
f:rence between himself and his sister when
they parted, but in him the principle of life
].mdy grown, as all things will grow that live :
on the other hand, Grace had only put away
a dead thing, because it was a trouble to
carry it about with her. A tear twinkled
on her eyelashes as she stooped over her
work, and she did not try to finish her speech.
Dick felt a sensation of surprise, which was
as much owing to her manner as to anything
she had said.

She was five years his senior, and he had



24

always looked up to her; but now, he was
stronger, wiser, and richer than she was; he
was free, and she had bound herself with
many ties; moreover, a certain force of
character which had once obtained dominion
over him was softened by a long course of
attention to a singular man, who'required a
great deal of managi f, by her love to, and
self-denial for the sake of her many chil-
dren, and by the tender trust that both hus-
band and children reposed in her.

He presently answered, without the least
shadow of blame in his manner; but she
was painfully aware how much he pitied
her, as if she had missed the very best bless-
ing out of her life ; he “ wondered how she
could have got on without it.”

Grace hardly knew; she had always
loved this brother exceedingly, and the dis-
covery of such a difference between them
gave her keen pain — more pain at first than
it did to be sure that she had left no place
for God in her world. She had boped that
Dick would help her to manage her great
boys, they were twins, and were thirteen
ﬁars old; she wanted him to persuade Gil-

rt to put them to a better echool, and to
advise her what to do about money affairs.
8he had no notion of getting help or strength
from the Unseen; and this brother of hers,
now that he was come and would help her,
had matter in his thoughts that she could
not share; in talking with him, she must
have reservations just as she had with her
husband ; she had love from her husband,
but not real comganionship, and now she
felt that she could not have it from Dick
either.

Her schemes also were out of place for
him. She had taken pains to make his com-
ing known, and the whole neighbourhood
had called, which Dick found rather a bore;
then she had arrantied a pic-nic, an archery

arty, a dinner; other people had done the
ike, and now she felt sure that some of the
families with whom she should most have
liked to be allied were not at all to his
" taste; moreover,she could now do nothing with
him, her little maneuvres would be evident
to his experienced eyes; and whereas she
wanted him to improve his position or his
fortune by marriage, his head was full of
schemes for improving the positions of the
crowds below him; as for any notion of
rising higher, he thought himself already at
the top. He had read what was best worth
reading, he had seen what was most worth
seeing, and he was an Englishman of good
.estate, — what could he want more! Why
he wanted a wife, and he meant to choose
himself one ; and he wanted a house, he was
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Eoing to build himself one, and in that house
e meant to rule. :

“ Marry | ” exclaimed Gilbert, when talk-
ing the matter over with his wife; “not he;
he expects too much. In the first place he
wants a religious wife.”

« Of course,” said Grace; “and a culti-
vated woman.”

“« And one of a sweet and compliant
temper,” continued Gilbert; ¢ for Master
Dick has old-fashioned notions. He made
me blush yesterday, 1 declare, for he asked
some questions, and when I referred him to
you — ¢ What,’ he answered, ‘ do you allow
your wife to arrange these affairs?’ I re-
plied as became me, that I hoped I knew
my place.”

% No, you don't,” said Grace; ‘ Dick is
quite right. 1 wish you did know your place
and would take it.” '

« ] can’t, my dear; you wouldn’t let me.”

“ Try me.” saidGrace. “ Give orders
yourself, and see them carried out.” .

“ It’s all very well to talk,” answered he,
carelessly, then suddenly checking himself,
he added, with mock gravity, “ and now I
think of it, I always do.”

* Really, Gilbert ! ” exclaimed his wife.

“ Why, I thought that was what you
wanted me to say. You should have heard
Denver’s panegyric on his wife this morn-
ing ; it made everyone laugh, it was so un-
expected.” ’

Gilbert bad been a guest that morning at
a wedding breakfast. The host was not the
bride’s father, and when the health of his
wife was drunk he rose and returned thanks
for her.

«It was a very neat speech,” Gilbert said ;
¢ he attributed to her every virtue under the
sun, and concluded thus : — ¢ She has shared
my sorrows, doubled my comforts, and —
and,’ looking round on children, ‘and
trebled my expenses.’ ”

V.

A MonTH passed over the heads of the
Richmond family : it was the month of Au-
gust, and everything seemed to go so well
with them, that they almost forgot the dimi-
nution of income —no real comfort had
been taken away. Laura was very happy
in learning and practising her new duties;
in fact, there is a natural pleasure in the
exercise of everything which can be called
handicraft. All children know this, a.m}
many grown-up, people. The possession of
hammer and nails i:‘:lelightful,l: every one
knows who has ever gone so far in the use
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of them as to cover a box with chintz, or
plan an ornamental curtain for a looking;
Laura fitted up her little room wi

all sorts of hooks and nails and brackets ;
and there she sat enjoying herself over her
lishing operations, the arrangement of
china, and the getting up of frills and
lace. She had expected that at first many
remarks would have been made about her
proceedings. She had also thought it likely
that when they found how easy and pleas-
ant the said occupations were, her sisters
would, from time to time, have come in to
help her with them. Nothing of the kind
occurred. It is astonishing how soon people
reconcile themselves to a convenient change,
when once it comes into operation. The

mother was reconciled at once ; she respeot-
ed and delighted in the feeling which had
prompted Laura to move into the gap, and

fill it up hso pleasantly ; uh? ;onld not dis-
courage her, nor rob her of the t
which she believed her to be deng:?:g ﬁ
her conscientious labour. She saw her look-
ing well and happy, she knew Laura was not
fond of society, and had often, even before
there was any need for it, contrived excuses
for keeping out of it. She therefore used no
more pressure to make her go out than she
bad been accustomed to do. “I am not
amused at parties,” Laura would sometimes
say ; “I feel shy, and I am sure I am often
in the way.” “ You will hot cure shyness
by keeping out of society altogether.” the
mother would answer, “and I think it is
but right that you should accept one invita-
tion in three.”

One invitation in three or four Laura
accepted still, but instead of looking her best
in society, talking her best, singing her best,
as was the case with her sisters, the exact
contrary came to pass. She was much the
most important of the sisters when at home,
in her brother’s house, or among intimate
friends ; but in society she was of no impor-
tance at all. As for Josephine, she had in-
tended to help Laura when first she entered
on her new duties, but a change in the pros-
pects of George Philpott enabled him to

sooner than had been expected, and
Josephine was looking forward to be a wife,
in three months. She had, therefore, more
than usual to do; and not only that, she now
wished to think of Laura’s conduct as little
better than a freak, the indulgence of a pe-
culiar fancy. “ When I am gone,” she ar-
gued, *“ mamma will be better off by all I
cost her ; she can then afford to have anoth-
er servant, no doubt, and though my trous-
seau has to be provided at a particularly in-
convenient time, it would be just as easy to
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borrow money to have a servant during
these three months, as for it: and but for
Laura herself, and her queer determination,
it must have been done, and then I §hoyld.
pever have had the annoyance of thinking
that perhaps George’s sisters would find her
out, and express their surprise and vexa-
tion.”

Harriet. of course, could do nothing to
help Laura ; there were twice as many par-
ties as usual, and she went to them all ; she
was an ornament wherever she appeared.
Harriet accordingly found at first nothing
to say ; Laura dressed her hair for her, and
did it most becomingly ; it would never do
to set her againstso convenient an accom- -
plishment, nor to let her think she onght not
to stay at home and do what had to be dove,
for in that case some one else must under-
take to do it. That was how Harriet od
just at first, and then she forgot all about
it ; took the whole matter for granted, and
rang her bell for Laura to come to her and
fasten up her hair just as she had formerly
rung for Moxon. Laura on the other hand
was extremely anxious that her sisters should
not perceive in her any repentance or regret.
She knew from various hints let fall by
Grace, that Gilbert by no means thought
well of his mother’s affairs, and only hoped
that she might have no further diminution
of income before Josephine's marriage.

« After that,” thought Laura, “mamma
might again lose fifty or sixty pounds a year,
and we could go on exactly the same and
withont any struggling, because that is just
what Josephine costs her.”

Several parties were now given by Mrs.
Gilbert Richmond and other ladies. Laura
seldom appeared at them, and Richard
Vernon, though he took not the least inter-
est in her, noticed the circumstance. .

“ Why does Laura go out so seldom, Miss
Richmond ? ” he inquired. o

# Oh,” said Harriet, “ with a foolish little
feeling of shame, * I don’t think Laura cares
particularly about society.” .

«1 wonder whether they push that girl
into the background,” thought Dick,  or
make a household drudge of her?”

Now Dick liked to be with the Miss Rich-
monds rather than with other girls in the
neighbourhood.  Josephine was going to be
married ; Harriet, to do her justice, h'nd
plenty of self-respect, and did not want to flirt
with him’; and Laura, a shy, soft-voiced, silent

irl, would sit looking quietly on, not expect-
ing, and evidently not desiring to be taken
any notice of. Her shyness did not extend
to him, that he observed at once ; moreover,
she did not want for penetration ; he knew,
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for he had seen it in her face, that she was
much amused at the little attempts some-
times made to gain his attentions, and
-at his little attempts to get away from such

irls as might happen to bore him. And
she no more expected to en his attention
herself, than to find herself adored by the
Great Mogul.

Dick had bought his sister a new boat,
and when it arrived, he proposed to take
her down the river in it. ey were to
drive home in his drag. She assented glad-
ly, and added —

I told the Miss Grattans that we were
going down some day this week, and they
said they should be delighted to join us.”

“ Oh,” said Dick, who had foreseen this,
and who disliked these two young ladies
chiefly because his sister was always thrust-
ingl them in his way; I asked your sisters-
in-law to go: the boat lies at their landing
at the bottom of their orchard. I shall put
them in, and drop down for you.”

“ Very well,” said Mrs. Gilbert Rich-
mond.

“1told them that, if you decided to go
to-day, I would let them know,” he contin-
ued, and off he presently set, taking three
of the children with him.

These three consisted of Milly, who was
about six years old ; Reginald, a little boy
who talked as if his mouth was full of plums;
and the baby, who was nearly two years
old, a young lady who made about ten
words do the work of hundreds, and yet was
applauded whenever she spoke, and very
zeldom misunderstood.

“ Lolly,” said the baby as her uncle car-
ried her.

“ She means that we're going tosee Aunt
Laura,” observed the little girl.

¢ Lolly,” repeated the baby, with a satis-
fied air. The baby was devoted to Laura:
a practical mind will probably see reason
enough for this in the fact that Laura now
habitually spent her momings in the little
room which had been Moxon’s. Cakes, ﬁgs,
biscuits, and other delicacies were kept in
it, and wheun the baby, baving trotted out of
the drawing-room window to Laura’s win-
dow, had been lifted in, and kissed, and
praised, a;(:‘ :(vlhen she had been set down

ain, an proceeded with great saga-
:lgty to a drawer containing ggor:d thi;ggs.
and had slapped it with the palms of her fat
hands, and said, “Lolly, open,” Laura al-
ways did open it, exclaiming, ¢ Clever little
thing,” and gave her something nice out of
it to eat.’

Laura held a seance in this room rather
often — that is to say, as often as the little
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Richmonds came to see their
in the morning.

Of course it is not to be suEposed that
when Laura said, “ Nobody shall know,”
she meant to include her nephews and nie-
ces; for these little people were always ¢
nisant of everything that went on in therr
grandmother’s house. And even the baby,
if she misced one of her aun;s from the cir-
cle, would insist upon making a progress
through the house itl:osearch of herI,’ unless
her absence had been accounted for in terms
that the little creature could understand.

It is very certain, however, that many
children have quite discretion enough not
to talk of thi which they have been
told to keep to themselves; always suppos-
inz that the reasons for this reticence have
been duly explained to them.

The elder children knew, because the
matter had been explained to them, that
their grandmother had not near so much
money as formerly, that consequently she
had one less servant, Aunt Laura washing
the tea-things, &c. ; but that they were not
to talk about this, because their aunts did
not wish it to be known. Accordingly, they
never did talk about it out of the family.
But then they regarded “ Uncle Dick ” as
one of the family ; and once or twice had
said things which rather surprised him.

That morning, when they entered the
drawing-room from the garden, and" had
been informed by the housemaid that Mrs.
Richmond and the young ladies were out,
Dick was about to return, but the baby pull-
ed him vehemently to the door; and when
he took her up to carry her off she began to

grandmother

ery.
“ She wants to find Aunt Lolly,” said the

A Baby must see her aunts some other
day,” said Dick ; “ they are out.”

« Aunt Lolly isn’t out,” said the boy with
scorn. “ Of course she never goes out in
the morning, when she’s got all that to do.”

¢« Yes, Miss Laura is at home,” said Sa-
rah, the housemaid ; * but she’s busy.”

The baby by this time had struggled
down, and got into the garden, and she was
ronning away as fast as her little fat legs
could carry her.

Dick only staid to leave a message with
the maid, and then he followed — passed
the kitchen window, passed the window of
the late Mr. Richmond’s study, and came to
another window, following the children. It
was about two feet from the ground ; and
as he came up, the legs of the two elder ones
were disappearing inside, and the baby was
clamouring to be taken in also.
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% Now, children,” he heard Laura say,
‘“how often have I told you not to come in
by the window? Look at baby: she is
stamping upon the carnations.”

Dick then appeared. Laura was standing
in the middle of the room, with a deal table
before her. A small tub of hot water stood
upon it, and she had just lifted a china cu
form it, and was drying it with an affair whicE
maids call a glass-cloth. Dick, seeing that
she was not in & condition to shake hands
with him, lifted his hat. Laura was adorn-
ed with a large white linen apron, and when
she saw him she looked a little dismayed.

He, on the contrary, found nothing in
her occupation to excite his attention. He
bad travelled long enough to see men and
women do all sorts of things in all sorts of
ways; 80 he lifted in the baby, and sitting
down on the window-sill, with his legs among
the carnations, began to talk about his pro-
posed row down the river ; and Laura, after
a moment of hesitation, went on washing
the breakfast-service, and hanging the cups
upon a row of little hooks.

The baby was soon seated quietly on the
floor, biting minute bits out of an apple
with the whitest little teeth in the world ;
and the two other children began to do the
houours of the place.

“This is where grandmamma keeps all
her best things, Uncle Dick. Oh, grandma’s

t such beautiful plates, with birds on

em.”

And gradmamma’s got asilver X

“ lnd%red." ¢ i

“ Aunt Lolly, do show him the silver
stag.” .

“ Presentl{,” said Laura, smiling.
“ You shall sce it presently, Uncle Dick.
Ob, and grandmamma’s got some silver
tankards, too. We know when they’re
oing to be used, don't we, Lolly ? Uncle
ick, have you heard that we're going to
be at the wedding breakfast ? Grandmam-
ma says we shall, all but baby; and it only
wants nine weeks and a half to the wedding.
Oh, I wish it would come to morrow.”

¢« You shall come too, Uncle Dick, said the
liberal-minded little boy, inviting him on the
.srot. “ Oh, what fun it will be for Aunt

osey ; and we shall go and stay in Aunt
Josey's house. Lolly, when will it be your
turn to be married ?”

“I don’t know,” said Laura, demurely,
and not more put out of countenance than
might have been expected.

 She can’t be married,” said Miss Milly,
“till somebody comes to marry her; can
you, Lolly ?”

Laura had been startled into her first an-
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swer, but now she said nothing ; and Dick
made some slight observation, which was
intended in her interest to divert the chil-
dren’s attention to something else. But
when they had answered it, and a further
questioA that he put, they returned to the
attack.

“ It won’t be at all fair, then, if somebody
doesn’t come,” said the boy, tumbling him-
self head over heels out of the window.
Then, as if the suitability of the thing had
suddenly struck him, he secured Dick by
the legs, and exclaimed, “ Why can’t Uncle
Dick marry her ? Perhaps he came on pur-

po‘o‘e.No, he didn’t,” said Milly, “he came to
see mamma; and perhaps Lolly doesn’t
wish "——

Dick, with a countenance of the utmost
roasible redness, and literally held by the
legi, did not know what to do or where to
ook.

“ Oh, yes, she does. Iknow she does.
Uncle Dick, dear, do marry Lolly,—do. She
wants you to marry her so much, don’t you,
Lolly ?y and we want to go to the wed-
ding.”

Dick’s self-possession so utterly failed him,
that he sat stock still ; and the ridiculous
reason which cafne out as sufficient to bring
him to this family arrangement struck him
so forcibly, that in spite of himself he burst
into an irresistible fit of laughing.

“ Come along,” he exclaimed, as soon as
he could recover, * it's time we were off ;”
and he shook himself free of the boy’s de-
taining arms, and was wondering how he
could turn round and look at Laura, when,
to his relief, he heard the door open and
shut again. She was gone; and he wished
and so did she, that she had had the sense
and foresight to retire before.

“ Well, I never did feel sp utterly put out
of countenance!” said Dick, marching
across the garden, with his face still all

low. “The only drawback to being with
children is that they now and then say such
disastrous things. ¢ Wants to marry you
so much !’ ell, if it had been said of any
of the other girls in the neighbourhood!
But this particular one, if she has such a
wish, has certainly the grace to keep it to
herself. I know nothing of her; and, upon
my word, it was too bad. I must be partic-
ularly civil to her this afternoon.”

Here the children overtook him; and he
told them a story all the way home by
way of making them forget this matrimonial
conversation.

In the afternoon Laura did not apgear.

“ I wonder,” thought Dick, ‘¢ whether she



28

minds it much, and whether she was much
put out of countenance.”

Probably she was; for the next day he
met her suddenly in the road, and she was
so painfully embarrassed that though he
greeted her with the most successful air of
unconsciousness, she stammered, blushed,
and could not look at him. So in pity to
her he was obliged to take his leave, instead
of turning and walking a little way with her
as he had intended.

She was very successful after that in
keeping out of his way ; did not enter her
brother’s house, nor sit in the drawing-room
at home, lest he should come in. Yet at the
end of a week, when he did encounter her,
she was still shy, still abashed.

“ Poor little girl 1” he thought (Laura
was ag tall as most other women). “ What
is to be done? I must manage to restore
her self-respect if I can.”

But for several days after this he did not
see her, and then she dined at her brother’s
house, and avoided him with such bashful
persistency, that he was afraid every one
would notice. It was a very real feeling,
that was evident, and it seemed to grow
upon her. So Dick revolved the matter in
his mind, and decided that he would speak
to.her about it in a plain, simple manner,
just as if he was a relative and much older
than herself — would assure her that he
knew the children had quite misinterpreted
her sentiments — and talk afterwards about
other things till she was again at her ease.

This conversation was to begin somewhat
in this way : he was to remark that children
often make ridiculous speeches, and she,
knowing what was coming, was to turn her
young face away and blush. He knew ex-
actly how she would look when she blushed ;
but he did not care for anything but to set
matters right; he felt no other interest in
the conversation that he thus rehearsed be-
forchand.

‘ As our little niece and nephew did the
other day,” he meant to add,and then he
was to tell her how absurd they had both
been to be so sensitive about it ; “for his
part it was only for the moment, but as she
felt the matter still,” &c., &c.

And then he meant to say things which
woulil show her that he was man of some-
what wature age who had seen a good deal
of life, and she was a young. inexperienced
creature,”and he could assure her that she
ought never to bestow another thought upon
this noneense, and she was to say she would
not, and they were to part friends.

“« Only,” thought Mr. Richard Vernon,
4 it behoves me to be careful not to produce
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a second misunderstanding while I am cor-
recting the first.” If he was making a mis-
take himself in so thinking, he should not
be severely blamed, for several women as
young and fairer than Laura had helped
him in the making of it, and were helping
him still.

So he watched his opportunity, and one
morning, when Laura’s mother and her sis-
ters were out, he again approached her win-
dow from the garden, taking care tosing an
air as he came along which should prevent
his taking her at unawares.

“ Oh, Laura,” he said, when he reached
the open window, “I am so glad to find
you here ; I wanted to have a little friendly
talk with you.” Laura seemed overcome
with bashfulness, and a delicate bloom over-
spread her cheeks and forehead, which very
much improved her face. She had a num-
ber of spoons and forks, and some old-
faghioned silver utensils spread before her,
and seemed to be brushing one, and an
other, with some crimson powder spread
gpon a thing like a highly-magnified tooth-

rush.

She looked up when Dick appeared, but
she made him no answer whatever, and he
sat down on the window-sill as before, with
his feet among the flowers, and began .to
talk first on indifferent subjects with the
most frank, friendly, and unembarrassed
manner possible.

Laura had the usual white apron with its
large bib pinned before her ; 1t made her
slender look even more girlish than
usual, and her shyness added to the effect.
She could not dispense with her occupation,
but while she answered Dick in monosyl-
lables she went on with her polishing opera-
tions, her hands being covered with a pair
of loose wash-leather gloves.

¢ A droll occupation,” thought Dick,  but
very becoming to her; I never saw her
look half so well before.”

At last he began to approach the subject
which had brought him there.

“ T wanted particularly to ask you to go
to the Grattang’ pic-nic to-morrow ; I hope
you will.”

I think I shall have an engagement at
home,” said Laura.

“It makes me so uncomfortable to see
you hold aloof from all the little parties
and amusements that — that girls like,” said
Dick; “ and to think that it 1s probably my
fault, and that you continue to feel nervous
because I was such a stupid fellow the other
day, that I am come to apologise, and to say
that I hope you will go as a particular fa-
vour to myself, and to say what—in fact,
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what I should have said then; ” but he did
not say it, or say anything; for, to do him
justice, he was beginning to wish himself
somewhere else, and was conscious that he
was not holding the part in the conversation
that he had intended.

* Perhaps you mean,” said Laura, taking
him up softly to his great surprise, * that
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that you should have annoyed yourself with
the notion that I stayed away from the par-
ties only because I was afraid to meet you.
I shouh{ have done just the same if you had
not been here. I had another reason.”

“ Another reason ! said Dick, recovering
his temper as suddenly as he had lost it ;
* and may I ask then what the reason could

when the children talked nonsense you |be?

should have said, ¢ Your Aunt Laura no
more wishes such a thing than I do.”” She
paused, Dick stammered out a sort of assent,
which would have been unmeaning if it had
been audible, but it was not ; and then she
added, still in the soft, sweet tone, * Yes, I
think you should, or you might, have said
something of that kind. But I do not want
{gn to make any mistake. I cannot help

ing bashful, but I have long over the
original cause, and have assured myself that
the shortness and slightness of our acquaint-
ance must have made you certain that I was
clear of any such wish as they imputed to
me.”

“ Shortness and slightness!” repeated
Dick, rallying, and very glad to find some-
thing to say; “I should have said that I

“ Oh, that,” said Laura, “I am not at
liber% to tell you.”

“What! a mystery |” he exclaimed, 1
thought there were no mysteries excepting
in novels.”

“ This is a very homely one,and quite
simple.”

“You will clear it up for me some day,
will you not?” said Dick, wondering at
himself for baving been put out of temper,
and feeling that he must not go now till he
had made her forget that blunt speech.

“I do not think I shall,” said Laura.

¢ In that case I shall set myself to find it
out.”

“I do not think you will. I suj ou
will on reflection think as I dol,)m ;ou
have no right whatever to search into my

was on friendly terms with you and your | affairs.

whole family, and on such terms I hope to
continue. Surely you consider me as a
friend ?

« 1 feel quite friendly towards you,” said
Laura, now rather composedly, for the
dreaded subject had been approached and
probed, and it was not nearly so formidable
now. Dick had meant to say much more,
but did not see his way clear to it; at last
he observed —

“ Then all this being understood ” —

“ All what 7 ” said Laura.

¢ She means,” thought Dick, ¢ that I have
come here professedly to explain and to apolo-

ise, and have left the thing to be done by
Eler.” “It being understood, I mean,” he
bef.n' “that we are well aware of each
other’s indifference. I know very well that
you are utterly indifferent to me, and have
not condescended to have any designs on
me or my property.”

Laura on this looked up quite surprised ;
the speech had been made with sudden heat,
and almost with bitterness; it was so blunt-
ly expressed as to be anything but civil,
and it was most evident, even to her inex-
perienced eyes, that Dick was vexed with
himself and mortified.

“ No,” she said, in the same tone of sub-
dued sweetness, “ I am not utterly indiffer-
eut to you — I rather like you — as an ac-
quaintance,” she added, “or, since you pre-
fer the word, as a friecnd. And I am sorry

“ Well, I do on reflection think so; but,
Laura” —

“ But what, Mr. Vernon ?”

“ I have always been accustomed to ad-
dress you by your name,” said Dick, now
suddenly thrown back again.

“ Of course,” said Laura; “I was a mere
child when we were last together.”

Dick looked at her, and was surprised
how from moment to moment she recovered
her self-possession ; indeed, they were not
now on equal grounds. In letting him
know that she had not %ven away her heart
unasked, she was only keeping up her temi-
nine dignity ; but he was giving her a piece
of ﬁ'&tmtous information in saying that their
indifference was reciprocal.

 But,” he thought, * she has come out of
this scrape very well, and that ought to
satisfy me. So she did not stay away on
my agcouit after all.”

“But Laura is an exceedingly prett
name,” he began; “I like the lgu{!dpof it’:
Why do you smile, Miss Richmond ? Do.1
really see in your face that you cannot re-
turn the compliment ?

“ I'was not thinking of that,” said Lanra :
“ but the beauty or ugliness of a mere sound
can be but matter of opinion.”

“ Dick is an ugly name evidently in your
oplniog."

* It 18 not so very —; I like it rath
ter than Richard.” ' e bet-
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« Like it rather better than Richard,” re-
peated Dick, laughing. *“ Well, when a
naturally bashful and modest man goes out
of his way to say a civil, thing, I think, I
do think, he ought to be met in a spirit
of ” ——

« Reciprocity ? ” suggested Laura.

“Yes. Rather an ugly name, is it ? Per-
haps you think me rather an ugly fellow ?”
. %No,” said Laura, looking at him as if to
consider the subject for the first time, “ I
think you are rather handsome.” And a
smile of amusement lighted up her whole
face.

Dick having made a blunder, had no an-
swer ready; but when he saw that Laura
was actuaﬁy laughing, he burst into a laugh
also, and said, “iaura, you're laughing at
ME.”

« Of course I was,” said Laura. “I was
wondering what you were to do about the
¢ reciprocity.’”

“Ir you made your last speech with
malice atorethought, and merely to get me
into a scrape ” ——

% Nothing of the sort. I made it in the in-
terests of truth and sincerity.”

“ And pray,’ said Dick, still not master of
the situation, * do you think there is any-
thing in your face or figure to prevent a
man from thinking you handsome if he
chooses ? ”

“Yes, I think there is want of beauty to
prevent it.”

“ Well,” said Dick, rallying, after a short
pause, “ [ shall not feel in this case that any
reciprocity would become me, because the
look you gave me when you made that civil
speech took away all its value. It was,
indeed, with a most matter-of-fact, confessed
carelessness that you gave your verdict.

“ Why should I have affected to care,”
said Laura, ‘“about a matter that is of no
consequence at all? Beauty signifies noth-
ing to a man; he can get on just as well
without it — in fact, I thunk better.”

“ How so ?”

“ A plain man takes more pains to make
himself agreeable.”

+ More pains than I do?”

“I never saw you take pains to be agree-
able, and pleasing, and attentive, but to one
lady.”

].);ick was rather alarmed; he counted
over all the young ladies in his mind, Laura
included.

« Indeed !” he exclaimed, “and that
w” ” PR

mother,” said Laura.

o M
“ W’::ll,” answered Dick, as if in apologyl
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for himself, ¢ she is the most charming old
lady possible.”

“ And there again is reciprocity. 1 bave
heard her make very flattering remarks
about you, and say that you were charming.”

* That must have been in answer to some-
thing disparaging that you had said.”

“ No,” said Laura, laughing, “ I had not
so much as mentioned you.”

¢ But when she made that sensible re-
mark, you agreed with her. You said, ¢ Yes,
mamma; 80 he is.””

“ Why, no,” said Laura, ¢ I didn’t.”

“ Why not ?” asked Dick, andaciously.

“ Some people are acute,” replied Laura;
“ they observe the motives of those about
them; not,” she added, * that any special
acuteness was needed in such a case as
this.”

Dick looked at her with great amusement.
It appears to me,” he said, * that th
a mistaken and damaging frankness, I have
thrown away the advantage that a man
usually has in talking to an unmarried lady,
and you are revenging yourself on me.”

% You mean, perhaps, that I am using the
privilege of a friend, and hinting at some-
thing in you that may not be quite pertect.
I think it was a friend that you wished to
be considered, wasn’t it?”

“1 mean nothing of the kind, my fair
enemy. I mean that girls in general have
a fancy, a sort of way of regarding all bache-
lors as possible suitors.”

“ Have they ?” said Laura, demurely. °

¢ They have.”

: “?And that is an advantage to the bache-
or ”

“ Yes.”

“Unless, with the best and kindest of
motives, and with a certain manly pity in
his mind for any particular young lady, he
comes and sets matters in a ditferent light.
2; such a casel; you tYhinklbe makes :)l:ver thtla

vantage to her. Yes, I agree with you,
think hegdoes. In fact, I now feel t{m I
can talk to you as freely as if I were your
grandmother.”

* Freely ! ” repeated Dick, “ I hope you
consider that you have done that already.
I never felt so helplessly under the lash of
tha feminine tongue before.”

“I have heard of a prize-fighter,” ob-
served Laura, who, when he was asked why
he allowed his little daughter to beat him,
replied, ¢ It pleases her, and it doesn’t hurt
me."”

* It does hurt me,” said Dick, laughing ;
“it hurts very much; I feel quite sore
(when I heard the story though, it was his
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wife who beat himn; you know best, beinﬁ
my grandmother, why you altered it). An
why do you assume that you know my mo-
tives, and insinuate that I pay attention to
the old ladies in order to escape ” —

¢ What ? ” asked Laura.

“ Oh!” said Dick, ¢ now.I think of it, I
am privileged to be as frank as you are;
acknowledge therefore, that I did it in or-
der to escape from the attentions of the
young ones.”

This was a stroke of frankness that Lau-
ra was not prepared for,and she blushed in
spite of herself.

« My sisters are exceptions, of course ?”
she presently said.

“ g)acidedly ! and yourself! How pleas-
ant it is to speak freely | Yes, there are at
least three exceptiom;, . IOne excepl:ion is

ing to marry youn ilpott ; another ex-
g:pl:lgon is afraid of érace,p(:md can’t bear
me either; the third exception is my excel-
lent dmother ! Laura, do you know that

ou have a most sweet and musical little

h ? 7
'Eaun looked up.

“ I meant that for reciprocity,” continued
Dick. “{ have been thinking how I could
return your one comp liment — your compli-
ment that you afterwards completely ex-
plained away. Now we are quits. And I
wish to know what you mean by telling me
80 many unpleasant truths, and making me
sit on this window-sill to be lectured ?”

Laura had finished cleaning her silver,
and had put it in a basket and risen.

« Perhaps I meant it for your good,” she
said ; ¢ but now I think of it, that is rather
an uncomfortable seat. So I will let you go
now. Good-bye!”

She came towards him and held out her
hand.

* But suppose I don’t wish to go just
yet,” said the inconsistent visitor.

“In that case, of course you can stay;
only, as I am going, if I leave you here you
must promise to shut down the window
when you do go.”

* You are going ? ”

“ Yes.”

He took her hand for an instant; then
she turned and left the room. He was sur-
prised, and sat cogitating for full five min-
utes ; then he rose and pulled down the
window, going down the garden to the riv-
er, not half pleased with himself, and not
sure whether, on the whole, he was pleased
with her. “ Why did I let her go?” he
thought. I never met with that kind of
girl before. How vivid Ler sensations are
— how shamefaced she was at first, and

I|some
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how completely my little mistake gave her
courage ! She enjoyed making game of
me. I rather admire that pretty little saucy
smile. Another motive had she for staying
away from those stupid parties ? I wonder
what that motive is.”

Pecuniary losses press far less heavily on
people than on others. Some people
say, “ How much better not to have possess-
ed riches, or even an easy competence, than
to have had such blessings and then lost
them!” This is one of r:%se common mis-
takes of an unobservant or distrustful mind.
It is best, surely, to have every blessing that
this world can afford, to enjoy it while it is
bestowed, and submit when it is withdrawn.
Still, as said before, pecuniary loss falls less
heavily on some people than on others.
Those on whom it falls least heavily are
those who have scattered the blessing while
they possessed it, who have looked on mon-
ey more as @a loan than as a gift; if they
have been able to say while they had it,
¢ these riches will, perhaps, make themselves -
wings, they shall therefore fly in the direc-
tion that I please while I have power over
them,” they are likely not to feel it much,
though, after all that they have nobly spent
or kindly given, their time for spending and
giving comes to an end. ,

Now it so chanced that Laura’s mother
had been one of those women who do not
think much about money; she had been
willing to go without luxuries that she could
have afforded in order that her poor neigh-
bours might have food and raiment: the
habit of self-denial was therefore already
formed, and it did not shock her to find that
mow there were more things to go without,
and more care to be exercised 1n spending
what money was left.

Things went on much as usual for anoth-
er month, and then what Grace feared and
Laura had surmised came to pass: another
letter was received, and Mrs. Richmond lost
another two hundred a year. Josephine
was aﬁhast at the news, and even Iarriet
was alarmed into common sense by it, but
the mother took it quietly, only saying,
“Let me get Josephine married, and then
it will be time enough to consider what we
can do.”

Grace herself considered the matter long
and painfully. A wedding is a great ex-
pense to a family, but is the last that ought
to be grudged. Josephine received from
her mother all the comforts and conveni-
ences usually bestowed upon a bride; the
expenditure required for them trenched
largely on what was left of the income for
the coming year, and Grace perceived
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plainly still further loss and further respon-
sibility.

‘What was to be done ?

“ The two girls,” said Gilbert, “ must go
out as governesses. I see nothing else for
it.” ’

“ Oh, they are of no consequence,” an-
swered the somewhat uncommon daughter-
in-law; “it is your mother that I think
of.”

% Of course I can have her here ?” said
Gilbert. * She would be a comfort to you,
and I always like to be with her.”

“ Of course you do; but, love, we could
not make her comtortable in this crowded
house, with no sitting-roum for retirement,
and no garden. Besides, she has lived so
many years in that house, she would not
like to leave it.”

“ You would not, surely, propose our
leaving this house just now ¢” observed
Gilberc. * This is not the time for increas-
ing our expenses.”

“ What would you like to do then ?”
aslxeil{l Grace. N ho good of

“ dear, what is the of sayin
that‘?y What do you want to do? isyt.hg
question, for -you evidently have some
scheme in your head.”

“If your mother'’s house were not her
own, I should have nothing to propose ; but
it is. She cannot atford to go on living in
it. She might not be able to let it. Why
should we not all move into it? It would
accommodate us well, leaving her her pres-
ent chamber and her present little quiet sit-
ting-room. ‘Thatis, it would do if Jusephine
and Laura were gone.”

« Poor little Laura |” observed Gilbert.

“Yes, poor little dear!” said Grace.
¢ But, Gilvert, what else can be done?
You do not suppose for a moment, knowing
Laura as you do, that she would remain at
home to be a burden to any one ? ”

« Couldn’t she teach the children ?”

« No, luve, I think not. I haven't asked
any questions yet, but I think your mother
would be nuserable it Harriet was sent away
instead of Laura. Harriet is delicate, and
troublesome too. No, Laura must go out.
And, dear Gilvert, it will be a trouble to
me, but I think Harriet must teach our chil-
dren.”

« Will she ?” asked Gilbert.

¢« She must either do that or leave us. It
will be, of course, to her interest to please
me, Gilbert. 1 know she can teach music
extremely well ; because two or three times
last summer she gave our little Harriet a
lesson for her own amusewent. What she
wants is sense, not knowledge: she has
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plenty of that; and I must look after her,
and see that she iz obeyed.”

Mr. Gilbert Richmond fell into his wife’s
scheme without any hesitation or any dis-
cussion. So did his mother when it was
Emposed to her; so did Harriet; so did

aura— it was all so complete, 8o natural,
80 easy — easy, indeed, for every one but
Laura, who not oily felt hurt that Grace
should have the entire management of her
husband and his whole family, but that she
herself should not be able to propose any-
thing half so , though to her was as-
signed the only part that was painful or un-
pleasant. For Laura knew that she loved
her mother more than did her two sisters
put together, and she did not like to leave
her for an indefinite period. Grace would
be good to her; Grace would sce that she
did not suffer from Harriet’s little selfish
ways; the mother and daughter-in-law
would have endless discussions and little do-
mestic plans together; these would always
be harmonious and generally loving. When
Laura thought about this, she permitted
herself to be a little jealous. *I should not
care so much,” she considered, * if mamma
were not already nearly as fond of Grace as
she is of us. They will manage Gilbert,
and make him do just as they like, and I
shall be shut up in some school-room, and
know nothing of what goes on, excepting
what Grace chooses to tell me; for mam-
ma’s letters are only little bits of motherly
sermons, and Gilbert never writes at all.”
Laura was soon very angry with herself on
account of this jealousy. “ Would 1 really
prefer that my absence should entail per-
sonal discomtort on my mother?” she
thought; “ am I not sure that Grace will
look after her as well as I possibly could do
myself?  Surely I am not wishing it were
otherwise ? ”

So Laura -tried to be more conténted ;
and now that she and Dick Vernon were
better friends, she came trequently to her
brother’s house, and was present at all the
discussions. The wedding was near at
hand, and that seemed to overpower all
else. Nobody had time to see her low spir-
its, there was 80 much to do; and Grace
was already beginning to get things in
trim for the move into the other house, as it
was desirable that they should leave it be-
fore quarter-day. Dick now made himself
useful. Family pictures were moved trom
the son’s house to the mother's. He was
consulted about them, and helped to hang
them himself. On these occasions he gen-
erally had a chat with Laura; indeed, he
was now much more intimately acquainted
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with her than with either of her sisters.
But his company gave her little pleasure.
She was to go away from home so soon, and
more than one lady was already in corre-
gondence with her concernini:he teaching
her children. Moreover, Laura, shortly
before the last loss of income on the part of
her mother, had undertaken to teach the el-
der girls in the fhilanthmpic school how to
clean silver, and also how to use a sewing
machine. She had, therefore, little time on
ber hands, and she wished to have less.
“] will do what has to be done first,”
thought Laura, *‘ and think about it after-
wi ; there will be plenty of time when I
am in a situation, as governesses call it. I
wonder who there is in this world. that is
not in a situation of some sort or other ? ”

Even Mr. Gilbert Richmoud was observed
by the ladies of his family to be desirous of
getting the move over as soon as possible;
and he evinced a great desire that his house
should let quickly. The reason of this came
out during the course of a particular evening,
when his mother and sisters were dining wi
him. It would add oneto thelist of voters,
and he rather hoped that afriend of his own
way of thinking was going to takeit; it was
a nice quiet place for aliterary man, and an
election was likely to come on.

% The idea'!” said Harriet; “ I wonder
how you men can interest yourselves so much
in politics ; and you too, Mr. Vernon — that
is why you are anxious about it, I sup ?2”

1 suppose it is,” said Dick; “ and you
do not interest yourself in politics, it seems.
It would amuse you if you were in America
to hear the women talk politics.”

“ And talk about their rights,” said Lau-
ra. “Well,Iam happ{ to say that 1 have

all my rights, and I think all my privi-
f:u. Do ;lgu think it will end in our be-

ing made to have votes, Gilbert ?”

“] am not sure, my dear; these are

times.”

“ Id you like us to have them ?”

“That might depend partly on which
side you meant to use them.”

« Ah,” said Laura, as if considering that
matter, and then added reflectively, 1 al-
ways used to think I was a Whig.” Her
air seemed to imply some doubt as to wheth-
er ber valuable opinion of herself had

ed or not.

Dick looked at her with some amusement,
and was about to speak, when Harriet ex-
claimed, “ Sir Harry Welsh told me that he
believed all women were born Conserva-
tives ; but seriously, Gilbert, a woman’s par-
liament would be a very amusing thing,
wouldn't it ? I think I should like it. Grace
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would stand for this borough, of course. We
shall read in the Times, ¢ Grace Richmond,
Esq., M. P., was called to order by Mrs.
Speaker for not exercising enough female
inflaence * 7 —

“ That reminds me, Grace,” said Laura,
“ that if I vote for you, I shall expect you
to bring a bill in against a grievance that
T've just thought of. We will not be called
females any longer. Such expressions as
one reads now in the newspapers, ¢ This ele-
gant female,’” for instance, or ¢the other fe-
male,” shall be done away with, and men
shall be called males. We shall read in the
police reports such things as this, ¢ Two
males were brought up before the sittin,
magistrate, Miss Harriet Richmond, charge
with being drunk and disorderly. A woman,
accompanied by a male, came up to give evi-
dence, &c., &. On being removed to pris-
on, one of the males useg opprobrious lan-
guage.” I wonder how you will like to hear
iourselves called such names; but if you

ave oppressed us, you know, Gilbert, it is
only just that you should suffer.”

“ Now isn’t it enough to make one despair
of their sex, to hear these girls talk,” said
Gilbert, laughing. « MF £ar, there has
been no talk at present of giving votes to any
but women of property — householders.”

¢ Oh, but it will end in that, of course,”
said the sanguine Harriet.

“ You think it not likely,” observed Dick,
‘“ that we shall refuse votes to the prettiest
part of creation, when we have accorded
them to the dowagers ?

“ Do you think we shall not have them
then, at all ?”

I entertain a sincere and humble hope
that you will not, and I do not think you
should be angry. Your sister says that she
possesses all her rights, and I heard some-
thing about privileges also —1I should like
to know what she thinks-a woman’s privi-
leges are.”

* I consider one of them to be the privi-
lege of tyrannizing over you men, over the
best of you at least.”

* Indeed.”

“Yes, the better and stronger you are,
the more we do it. Consider our Vicar, —
isn’t he a good man, isn’t he a strong man ?
And is there an old woman in the parish
that cannot tyrannize over him ? the older
and uglier she is, the more she can do it.
That 18 partly because he feels acutely the
difference between his own strength, u
ri(fhtness, and well-being, and their wretch-
ed weakness, meanness, and poverty —
poor despised old paupers that they are.”

“ Yes,” said Dick, “ but that is not all;

161.
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the feeling you speak of arises also from a
man’s having formed deep attachments.
He loves his wife, perhapc, and dirt, deg-
radation, and profanity are terrible to him
in a womén for her sake ; or he has a moth-
er with him, a sweet saintly old woman,
and it causes him a pang which is partly of
her giving him, to see a miserable and neg-
lected old age. Now the first of these two
states of feeling would no doubt be dis-
turbed in the mind of a man by the

sion of any mere power in the woman, but
not the second — even if we should, as you
say, ‘make you have votes, and put you
out of your right place in creation. Men
would love their wives, their children, and
their mothers still.” s

Here Mrs. Richmond broke in with ¢ My
dear, I am often sorry to hear you say
things that I am sure iou cannot mean.
Tyrannize indeed! When did you ever
do that, or wish to do it to any one? ”

“J never did mamma,” answered Laura,
who, like her mother, was quite unable to

ue a point.

“ Then why did you say so, love ? ”

«] don’t know. Did I say so? Baut,
mother, I do not want to be considered a
sort of bad imitation of a man; besides, it
would be very disheartening to be put into
daily competition with creatures who (we
know beforeband) would always win.”

“ What are you going to do ?” said Gil-
bert, seeing that she rose.

«] told Sarah to come for me early, be-
cause cook wants some of the things out of
the grocery parcel which is to come to-
night.”

“ What, beginning the wedding prepara-
tions already [”

Already ! when this is Monday, and
Josey is to be married on Thursday !
Keep to your politics. The lords of the
creation have nothing to do with cooking
excepting to eat what is set before them.”

“ Eords of the creation, indeed!” said
Gilbert, looking at his wife, and shruggi
his shoulder. ¢ Then what are you, pray ?

« The ladies of creation, of course,” said
Dick. “Laura, you will let me walk home
with you ; it is nearly dark.”

There was little enough in this speech,
certainly, but there had %een something in
Dick’s manner that night which had struck
Grace forcibly. It was nothing more than
common civility that he should escort her
home, but he actually asked to do so
as if he was doubtful as to the result.
What could it mean, she wondered, and as
‘the evening wore on and he did not return,
she became more and more silent. Strange
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if all her schemes should end in this, after
all. There would be nothing unsuitable in
it. Laura was his equal, but she had
wished for something so different for him.
To be sure Laura would be saved, if he

married her, from becoming a governess,
that was something ; it is such a confession

of poverty sas society is now constituted),
when a family lets one of its female mem-
bers go away to earn her bread. But
Grace felt that this new idea was most un-
palatable, most unsatisfying to her ambi-
tion. “ To be sure they are both very re-
ligious,” she thought, “ and that is a t
thing to draw them together. But I f:;e
there is nothing in it. Only think of -hav-
ing all the world to choose from, and mar-
rying close at home a moderately good-
looking girl with a moderate fortune, from
a famnﬁy with small means, and likely to
find them still smaller!”

At last Mrs. Richmond and her other
daughters went away also. Gilbert called
home with them, ang Grace, as she sat in
the dark in the open window, discerned the
figure of Dick. He was pacing the garden
rather rapidly, rather impatiently, she
thought. Not slowly, like a man revolviag
in his mind some pleasant scenes that he
has just pleasantly come out of. There
was a certain air of deliberately taking
exercise, a sort of urgency with which he
walked that worried Grace; and when he
did come in at last she did not at all like
the look of his face : it was very grave, and
had, she thought, rather a startled look u
on it. * Her refusing him,” she considered,
“ would be out of the question. It cannot
be that; it must be my fancy; and yet I
am not often wrong.”

Grace was mot quite wrong, but very
nearly. Dick had not made Laura an offer,
but he had left the house fully intending to
do 80, when she had said something, uncon-
scious of the effect it would have, which
had let him see that his plans, and inten-
tions, and love, were utterly uoknown to
her. He had uninbentionall’; and because
he could not help it, taken great pains to
keep them secret ; but, as is often the case,
he had notwithstanding supposed them to
be perfectly well known — at least to her.

So he walked beside her and said noth-
ing; and so things went on till the wed-
ding-day, and till the bride was gone.
Then Laura began truly to feel het situa-
tion ; like a young bird just about to be
turned out of the nest, she wandered about
the house in her bridesmaid’s attire, and
then she wandered about the garden ; final-
ly she sat down on the wooden bench
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where last the housemaid Elizabeth had
sat; but instead of beginping to sing as
that young person had done, Laura began
to cry. §he was young for her years; she
had been born in this house; this garden
had been her playground ; but she presently
thought, “ That is nothing —it is only sen-
timent at least, for this 18 equally true of
Josephine, but .she does not much care
about going away. But then there’s my
mother : how am I to go away from her?
and oh ! how am 1 to go among these stran-
? I, who am so shy. Oh! if I might
stay!”

She kept repeating to herself as she
looked about her, and still wept, “ Ob, if I
might but stay !” Butold trams of thought
are apt to recur, and we may be thankful for
it if they are good ones. An old train of |
thought rose up in Laura’s mind just then, '
and a text out of the Bible which she had

many hundreds of times: “ For
none of you liveth to himself.”

It was a lovely dar early in October;
the ground was thickly spread with yellow .
leaves; they kept falling from the poplars,
and abeles upon Laura’s white gown, and |
the air was so still.

Now, this was true of her at last; she |

1ved that now she did not live to her-!
self, that for sometime she had not lived to !
berself, and that her new way of life,
which was by no means one she should
have chosen, was certainly one which was
likely to make her more useful and less self-
ish: it was painful, but she sup[i»osed it was
right, and ordained for her in love. And
then she cried a little more, but stopped
just as Elizabeth bad done, because she |
heard some one coming.

“ What! is it you, ]%ick? ” she said, wi
i“f her eyes and trying to recover herself. |
« It is a lovely afternoon, isn’t it ?” !

Mr. Tompkins, when he sat on that!
bench, had made a great many blunders, !
but he did not manage to make so many as'
Dick did, or, at any rate, he came out of
his ordeal better — for when Dick had
opened, as he thought, the case, had aston-
ished Laura into attention, and gone blun-
dering on for at least three minutes, he
came to a pause, and Laura said, look-
ing at him rather earnestly —

*- Dick, I don’t know what you mean!”

Dick, upon this, being forced to straight-
forwardness, reyl)]lied that he supposed she
knew he loved her.

“ Love me!” repeated Laura; “love
ME!” and she actually laughed. It was
the softest little laugh in the world, but:
Dick would rather not have heard it just’
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then. After that came a sob or two, and
then more tears, and then she said, * How
can you be so ridiculous ?”

It was rather difficult to go on, but he
did, and certainly did not end till he had
made her fully believe that he loved her
with all his heart.

But when he had done, she only answered
— after a pause of wonder and the kind of
interest that a woman must feel under such
circumstances —

“J am so sorry, dear Dick.”

Dick, upon hearing this, got up and
walked about, with the same sort of ur-
gency which he had used that night in the

arden. His countenance showed his feel-
g so plainly, that Laura was a little awed,
thia sort of thing was so perfectly new to
her; but after all, she thought —“ Why
didn’t he let me see that he liked me?
Why, in fact, does he like me at all when
he took the trouble only a few weeks ago
to assure me of his complete indifference 7”

“ Laura,” said Dick, at last, * you will
give me time, will you not? You are not
going to dismiss me at once.”

o ‘i‘ime,” repeated Laura, a little dis-
mayed; “I am going to my situation this day
week, and I have all my friends to take
leave of, and my mother, and my home ;
and after [ am gone, of course I shall never
see you.”

“ You mean that during this eventful
week you cannnt think much of me.”

“I don't exactly know what I mean,”
said Laura, now goaded into a little impa-
tience ; * you surprise me 8o much.”

“ Laura,” he asked, after a long pause,
 will you tell mé when you expect to be
here again ?”

“ Next midsummer,” answered Laura, with
asigh. “1Itis a long journey, and Christ-
mas i8 80 near at hand that Mrs. G. rather
urged me not to come away then ; besides,
all her boys are at home for the holidays
at Christmas, and she can less spare the
governess when that is the case.”

Laura began to give this account, only
thinking of herself, and what a long time
it would be befure she should see her moth-
er and her relatives, not to mention that
sweet garden and the lovely river that was
slipping on so softly before her eyes; but
as she spoke she became fully aware how
much more deeply Dick felt the matter
than she did, how bitterly disappointed he
was, and how powerless he felt Elmsol(‘.

She rose as she finished speaking, and
repeated that she was sorry, holding out
her hand to him; and then she presently
got it from him again, and went slowly
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back into the house, leaving him seated on
the bench, staring at the little river. Mid-
summer was a long way off, but he supposed
he must wait till it.came, and then come to
this place and take his chance again.

“Laura,” said Mrs. Richmond, coming
into the little store-room two days after
this, just as Laura had dismissed her sew-
ing-class, and was putting away the work.
“ Laura, is this true that [ hear ?”

« About Dick ?” said Laura, not pretend-
ing to misunderstand her.

* It is true, then; what could you mean
by it, my dear child?” continued the
mother, in a tone of the deepest regret.

« What! did he tell you, mamma ? ”

“No, but Gilbert did. Grace seems to
bave found it out, and when she asked him
he did not deny it, and he wished me to
know, he said, because he thought I should
use my influence to help his cause. Do
you really mean to tell me that you don’t
care for him ?”

« 1 thought I would rather be a governess
than marry him,” said Laura, demurely.

“ My dear, it is only three months since
you expressed a conviction that nobody
ever would make you a suitable offer; and
I was a little vexed, I confess, because it is
so much better that girls should not think
much on tnose matters till occasion arises,

"but I certainly did not expect that you
would shortly have an excellent.offer from
a thoroughly superior man, and would refuse
him point blank.” :

[ Floe took me by surprise,” said Laura;
% and besides, I always had a theory that I
should not have offers ; I was certain that I
should not, or else I should'not have talked
as I did that day.”

“ A theory!” repeated the mother, with
a comical little noise that was not exactly
a groan, but something very like one.

« It is very inconvenient, mamma,” re-
plied Laura, apologising; *“but really I
would rather go and be governess to those
children.”

So Laura went away, and she was a gov-
erness, and she did not particularly like it.
Her employers were exacting; they were
rather cold; and Laura, being very shy,
suffered many little annoyances and much
inconvenience without the courage to
speak. The wear and tear of life vaving
now truly come upon her, she began to feel
the great difference between duties done of
one’s own accord, and sought out for one’s
self, and the sterner kinds of duty that had
come upon her.

She sometimes felt as if
her taskmasters now were men and women '
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she had done enough; but the former Mas-
ter for whom she had tried to work was s
loving Father, who had rewarded her with
his own peace in her heart. By degrees,
however, as the long winter passed away,
she began to perceive that she was still
serving the loving Father, and that made
all things easier. As for Dick, she had not
much time to think of him, and if a circum-
stance anything but pleasant had not
aroused her to think of him, he would al-
mogzl have me%,ont of }:er mind.
e read one day in the newspaper a sin-

Eulnr account of z'he burning ofpaerwak-

ouse. The fire had broken out just at
sunset, when a party of young men who
were coming home from a boat-race, and
going to dine at a large country house,
which was mentioned, came running up to
help the men who were bringing the fire
engine. * One of them,” it went on to say,
“ who was carrying an oar over his shoal-
der, made use of it to vault into a window
some height from the ground. He was a
Mr. Vernon. The oar cracked with his
weight ; but be was flung on to the window-
sill, and, directed by the people without,
made his way to a ward, where there was
said to be a woman lying with her infant of
a few hours old. Others of these youn
men got in also, and their ¢ pluck’
to increase the daring of the other men.
They rescued two or three bedridden
ple, and exposed themselves rashly. They
also saved a good deal of clothing and some
stores, and they all got out without a
scratch, exceptingathis Mr. Vernon, who
had his left band badly torn by the fall of
a rafter with some jagged nails in it, which
caught his fingers, while the infant on his
arm and the woman were unhurt.

"4 It could not be Dick,” thought Laura;
‘“or, of course, I should have heard of it
from home.” It proved, however, that it
was Dick, and Grace had to leave her
young family, and go to nurse him. Very
tew particulars were told to Laura ; but she
did not much care for that, as she had read
them in the newspaper. ¢ Dick was better,”
this was sometimes said; and at other
times, “ Dick has certainly less pain now
than at first ;” finally, they said, * that cat
on his forehead is healed now, and he looks
more like himself again.” * Oh,” thought
Laura, * his face is disfigured, then, is it ¢ ”
But when she got home, and to her sur-
prise, found him sitting in the drawi
with her mother and hus sister, she saw that
he was still an invalid wearing his arm in a
sling. He had a glove on bis left hand,

who were never satisfied, never thought |and at first Laura did not dare to look a¢
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it; but her eyes, in spite of herself, were
drawn to it at last, and she saw that two or
three of its fingers were empty. How
much more beautiful the somewhat hand-
some face appeared now that it was
adorned with that slight scar, and how
much more interesting the whole man a
peared with that becoming sling and the
somewhat steady set of the mouth, which
looked as if he had summoned up all his
strength to do battle with pain, and keep
its presence to himself, and keep all ex-
pression of it down, there is no use in try-
ing to describe. But Laura felt it, and
what she did when her mother and Grace
left her alone with him, nobody would
have told, if she had not told it herself af-
terwards, and seemed to think it the most
natural thing in the world.

He lifted up his somewhat hollow eyes
and looked at her; it cannot be said that
he felt any conscious regret for what he
had done ; but he did think —because he
did not know better — that it had lessened
his chance with the woman whom he loved ;
and while she imagined that he had become
beautiful, he remembered that he was
maimed.

She rose, when he looked at her, and
moved towards him; and when, as she
came up to him, he also rose, she said, with
a kind of sweet entreating in her soft voice,
“ Dick, will you kiss me ?

She had always been thought an edd
girl. Everybody said she was; but she
was my friend, and perhaps that was the
reason why I never could see it. )

From Good Words, .

THE DISCIPLINE OF THE BODY.

During the last fifteen years, quite
enough has been said about the sanctity of
the body and the protest against the strange
fancy that we honour and please God by
impoverishing, torturing, and marring the
beauty of what He * curiously wrought,”
has run into extravagance. A few sensible
men proclaimed war against the saintliness
of physical weakness, filth, and suffering;
and before long their wholesome doctrine
was incessantly reiterated with all the pas-
sion of fanaticism in every part of the coun-
try ; the new gospel found its way into in-
numerable sermouns and lectures, into the
columns of every ncwspaper and the pages
of every popular magazine. * Great was
the company of the preachers.” The * tub ”
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became a means of grace ; and a clean skin
the sure means of getting a clean heart.
Volunteer regiments were addressed as
though they were religious orders, destined
to regenerate the moral life of the nation.
Cricket, rowing, running, auod jumping,
were to do men more good than praying;
and the “trainer” was to accomplish the
work which the preacher and the philoso-
pher had attempted in vain.

No doubt it is a very fine thing for a man
to be able to walk forty miles a day, but
that does not make him a saint. There is
no virtue in being sickly ; but neither, so
far as I can see, is it the highest attribute
of piety to have the digestion of an ostrich,
or the lungs of a racehorse. Many a fool
has had muscles of iron, and nerves of steel ;
and I imagine that it is even ible to be
a member of the Alpine Club, and yet to
break all the Commandments.

Still it is true that both the Jewish and
the Christian Scriptures speak of our physi-
cal nature with honour. They never repre-
sent the body as the work of some inferior,
and Serhaps malignant deity, who so con-
trived it that we should be constantly tempt-
ed to sin. It is God’s own handiwork —
« fearfully and wonderfully made.” It is
the visible temple of the Holy Ghost — the
only visible temple in which God has dwelt
since the glory passed away from the inner
sanctuary at Jerusalem. Death is*not to
destroy it. Sown in corruption, it is to be
raised in incorruption ; sown in weakness,
it is to be raised in power. The Incarnation
and the prophecy of the Resurrection have
finally redeemed it from contempt. That
God was mauifest in the flesh is the funda-
mental article of the Christian creed; and
when we listen to the desolate words, * dust
to dust, ashes to ashes,” we confidently be-
lieve that the time is coming when “ all that
are in the graves” shall bear the voice of
the Son of God “and shall come forth ;”
that the gracious form and the kindly face
have not vanished for ever ; that the hody,
not the same flesh and blood indeed, but
still the body which it has been pleasant for
us to look upon on earth, will reap,
among the shining splendours of heaven.

The body, theretore, with its instincts and
wants, is not to be treated as the enemy of
the soul, but as its friend — a friend of 1ufe-
rior rank, but still a friend. It asks for
warmth and clothing, food and shelter, and
for ease and rest after labour ; and itshould
have them all. Let men say what they will
in praise of the celestial influence of hunger,
whether voluntary or involuntary, it is
difficult to sce that hunger eucourages any
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human virtue, or any Christian grace. As
for a hard and severe life, as a rule it is
robably as injurious to the intellect and the
eart, as it ccrtainly is to physical health
and beauty. When the Apostles warned
men against “ fleshly lusts,” there is no rea-
son to suppose that they meant to require
Christian people to live a life of discomfort
and privation. .
But that it is necessary, if we are to live
a pure and devout life, that we should firmly
control our inferior instincts and passions,
has been the common faith of all saints ; and
carelessness in the discipline of the body is,
perhaps, the real cause of the miserably ig-
noble life of many Christian men. They
have no strong and clear vision of God, no
.ivid anticipation of everlasting blessedness
and purity. Their love for Christ smoulders
like a half-extinguished fire — without heat,
without brightness, without intensity.
¢ Fleshly lusts” unsubdued are the true ex-
lanation of their moral weakness and spir-
itual sluggishness. If a man is conscious
that his spiritual nature has no elasticity,
that his religious life is dull and heavy, that
his prayers have no heart in them, and his
thanksgivings no rapture, that his Christian
work is feeble and mechanical, a burden to
himself and no blessing to others, let bim
ask whether the flesh has not mastered the
spirit, and set himself vigorously to assert
his freedom.

Let him ask himself, for instance, whether
he would not be a better man if he drank
less. It is not merely men who drink till
they are drunk that -are guilty of intemper-
ance ; there are man{ people who do what is
perh:aps worse than that. I have heard able
medical men give it as their deliberate opin-
ion that a man who gets drunk once a
month receives less physical injury than a
man who never loses self-command, but
drinks habitually more than he ought.
Which suffers most morally, it may be hard
to determine. Unhappily, drinking which
does not end in positive intoxication is re-
garded as ionocent. The men who are
guilty of it would resent even an implied
censure on their excesses. They think they
« hive freely,” but that they are blameless.
Their fricnds become used to their habits;
mer: acquaintances say that they ncver
seem very bright or active, but charge them
with no sin; their own consciences are

sed into silence; but all moral noble-
ness and all lofty devotion inevitably disa
pear from their character. It wiil not t{:
to speak of exc: ssive drinking as a vice of
which only the poor are guity. No rauk
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or culture exempts us from-danger.

cal men have assured me in and
that in houses where no one would expeet
it, actual drunkenness is the real cause of
aEparently inexplicable illness. Now and
then I have been shocked at finding that
wo:inen, educated women i’:{ good family,
and occupying a good social position, are
guilty of g. llﬁ‘here are circumstances which
make the temptation to this vice specially
perilous to women whose circumstances ex-
empt thém from the necessity of earning
their own bread. Take the case of a
young girl whose home before marriage was
right and merry one ; she was sur-

Modi-

ave
rounded with brothers and sisters and troops
of friends; her mind was occupied with her
music, her drawing, and her books; two or
three times a year she made long visits to
relatives at a distance ; she was as free from
care as the lilies that neither sow nor spin,
or as the birds of the air that make the
spring-time merry with their songs; her
Xl;&}e life was jo oul:, varied, and animated.
r marriage she has to spend the r
art of nearalgeevery day a:Pheome anm
er husband leaves her directly after break-
fast, and does not return till night. She
has her home and servants to attend to;
but to a bright, clever girl the managing of
household aﬁ'&irs is apt to become depress-
ing. She has children by-and-by, perbaps,
but the society of children does not give
her the intellectual stimulus and excitement
to which she has been accustomed. Her
heart dies down. She gets weary of the
grey, dull sky under which she lives, and the
habit steals almost insensibly upon her of
taking stimulants to make her pulse beat
faster and her spirits move more lightly. If
she does not break it off at once, she is lost.
Let her do anything that is at all innocent
to escape from her doom. Let her get to
her music again or to her drawing; let her
spend her time in dressing herself daintily,
or in manufacturing the gossip which is com- _
mon at morning calls ; better still — if she
can—let her give herself vigorously t -
some kindly, womanly, Christian work for
the poor, in which she can find a real inter-
est. Anyhow, let her get some colour, some
animation intoher life from harmless sources,
or else she will soon be ruined; unless
she can find healthy excitement somewhere, .
the dullness, stillness, and sameness of her
life will be her destruction.

There is another vice to which we Eng-
lishmen are specially prone. Our climate
makes a large amount of solid food n
to us, and for want of genius to do better
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we eat y. We have no scruples about
it. We ar¢ ravenous and voracious, an
feel no self-reproach. I am inclined to think
that good cookery might do at least as much
for the morals of the country as gymnastics.
Dine in Paris on fourteen courses, and you
feel lighter and brighter when you have fin-
ished than when you began; ¢“do justice,”
as the phrase is, to an English dinner of the
old fashioned sort, and, without the liberal
assistance of sherry and champagne, you
are too stupid to talk of anything except
Jocal politics and the state of the crops.
French wines will never become popular in
this country till we get French cooks. The
ethics of dining is a neglected branch of
the science of morals which urgently re-
quires investigation. Meantime, let men re-
member that excessive eating is a foul and
disgusting vice ; its evil effects may be less
obvious than those of excessive drinking,
but they are not less real, perhaps they are
not less serious. All the finer sensibilities
of the soul, all moral grace and beauty, are
pe more certain to perish in the glutton
than even in the drunkard. :

The moral degradation which comes from
another  fleshly lust ” — physical indolence
— it is less easy to define. Most of us may
thank God tbat the very circumstances of
our life keep us safe from this sin. Few men
can belp working ; most men have to work
bard. But sluggishness, an indisposition to
make any exertion unless compelled to make
it, is sometimes to be met with even in this

" restless and active age, and in every social
condition. I mean that there are people
who can never be induced to put out their
strength, and who never do anything with
their “might.” We all know men who con-
tinue to the end of their days * unfulfilled
prophecies ; ” who have shown in their youth
the promise of high achievement, and per-
haps the sign of genius, but who leave the
world with their fortunes unmade, or their

unwritten, or their schemes of philos-
ophy unorganized, or their social and polit-
jcal reforms unattempted. Such men are
often illustrations of the failure that is the
inevitable penalty of indolence. Its moral
.effects are not less disastrous.

As for some of the tests of sluggishness
which are often to be found in good boqks
written for young people, it is difficult to
see their value. I cannot perceive, for in-
stance, what virtue there can be in getting
up several hours before daylight in the
month of January. To make early rising,
Jor its own sake, one of the cardinal virtues,
has always seemed to me utterly preposter-
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ous. Why should we not wait, as Charles

d | Lamb puts it, till the world is “ aired ” be-

fore we venture out? If a man can do
more work in the day when he lies till half-
past seven, than when he gets up at half-
Fut five, if he is better tem at break-
ast-time, if his mind is fresher and his heart
kindlier, for the rest of the day,it passes my
comprehension why he should turn out at
the earlier hour. Some people think he
ought ; and I have honestly tried to discover
some intelligible explanation of what seems
to me this singular article of faith, but 1
cannot. If through rising late on week-
days, a man has to hwrry away to business
without family prayer, if his temper is ruf-
fled morning after morning by the
haste and disorder in which 1t in-
volves him ; if he gets up so late on Sunda
that he has to make a violent effort to reac
his place of worship in tolerable time, and *
ngually comes to think that he is quite
early enough if he is in his seat five minutes
after service has begun, then of course he
is to be blamed ; but though I have a real
respect for traditional wisdom, I have never
been able to understand why a man should
get up at unseemly hours in the night for the
mere sake of doing it.

There is a Sluggishness, however, which
is fatal to manly energy and Christian ear-
nestness. Some men fall into such physical
habits that they never seem to be fairly
awake. Hard work of every kind, whether
of muscle or brain, they systematically evade.
They “ take things easy.” They “do not
excite themselves.” They think they are
very harmless, and even very praiseworthy
people ; and do not see that indolence has
grown upon them till the soul is no longer
master of itself, or of the body which ought
to serve it. The immorality of their life it
may perhaps be impossible to make clear to
them ; but they may be made to perceive
that babits which destroy all intenslt;y, and
depth, and vehemence of religious feeli
must involve them in guilt. Every s iﬁt::ﬁ
impulse is enfeebled, every devous affection
is deadened, every act of worship is made a
weariness by the sluggishness into which
they have permitted themselves to sink. The
fiery chariot in which the soul should rise
triumphantly to heaven in exulting praise
and rapturous adoration has had all its splen-
dours quenched ; now and then they may be
feebly stirred by the fervour and passion of
men of nobler temper, but it is only for a
moment ; * of the earth, earthy,” they have
become incapable of the diviner movements
and joys of the spiritual life.
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Very wonderful is the intimate connec-
tion, the subtle interaction between the
forces of our physical and moral nature. It
is one of the chief mysteries of our mysteri-
ous being. But it is not a mystery merely ;
it is a fact of infinite practical significance
which cannot be ignored without grave per-
il. The intelligent r ition of it would
save man goo§ peopmm much sorrow,
as it would save others from grievoussin. I
should like to have the “ Diaries ” which re-
cord the spiritual experience of certain ex-
cellent persons, illustrated with notes by wise

hysiciang who had known’them intimately.
geriods of spiritual desertion, when the
light of God’s countenance” was hidden
from them, apparently without any reason,
might receive a very instructive explana-
tion. It might be found that God had been
less arbitrary, or as they would say less sov-
ereign, in his treatment of them than they
sup I once tried whether the strange
vicissitudes of glory and gloom which oc-
curred in the interior life of an eminently
good man could be accounted for by the
physical causes which his own diary suggest-
ed; and though the materials at my com-
mand were, of course, very imperfect, as I
had never known him, and could only infer
what his physical history was from acciden-
tal and fragmentary hints occurring here
and there among the record of his labours,
his thanksgivings, his confessions, and his
bitter cries to God for the restoration of
spiritual joy, the attempt was not altogether
unsuccessful. A wise discipline of the bod
would free many a devout soul from the ew1l
thoughts with which it is haunted, and which
are supposed to come from evil spir-
its, from the gloomy fears which are
interpreted as signs of a deep-root-
ed unbelief, and from the despondency
which is regarded as the result of the Di-
vine displeasure.

‘Let no one suppose that I ascribe to
merely physical causes all the unspeakable
joy and al the unspeakable agony which
find a place in the spiritual history
of every man who is endeavouring to
live, and move,and have his being in .
This material universe may be an illusion ;
its stars and suns, its mountains and oceans,
may all be a mere fleeting show, projected
by the action of the powers of my own in-
explicable nature, and without any solid
and substantial being; but that my soul is
saddened and blessed by its failures and tri-
umdphs, by the eclipse of the divine glory,
and by the recovery of the beatific vision —
this I cannot doubt. It is, however, equally
certain that body and soul, flesh and spirit,
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are 80 strangely blended, that the lights and
shadows which chase each other acroes our
interior life, do not all come from the upper
heavens. By honouring the laws of our

hysical nature, some of us might come to
ive a more equable spiritual li

As for “fleshly lusts ” which betray us in-
to sin, the line of duty is simple and definite
— we must “ abstain ”from them. Every
man must learn for himself where his own
danger lies, and then must resolve, at what-
ever cost, to have done with his sin. Our
choice lies between yielding to the "degra-
ding bondage which has made us despi
ourselves, and a life inspired with the Holy
Ghost,— a life of strength, joy, and bless-
edness. It is of no use to to pray, un-
less we “ abstain ” from that which makes
prayer dull and heartless, and renders us
incapable of receiving the very blessings we
agk for. It is of no use to try to meditate on
the majesty and goodness of God, unless we
“ abstain ” from that which almost incapaci-
tates us for lofty meditation, and which, if
for a moment we are swept upwards among
the harps and songs of angels, sinks us down
at once into our earthly dust again. For
some men to rise to a nobler life it may be
quite as necessary to eat less as to pray
more ; to spend less time over their wine as
to spend more time over their Bible; to
ride, to walk, to run, to bathe, as to engage
in regular and earnest Christian work.

We wait for the redemption of our body;
but we must not wait for the Resurrection
to liberate us from “fleshly lusts:” these
“ war against the soul;” and unless they
are resolutely resisted and subdued, the soul
may be in peril of final destruction.

R. W. DALE.

From the Saturday Review.

AMERICAN LITERATURE.

PErEAPS almost the last person in the
United States from whom we could exﬁ‘ct
an impartial and correct account of the late
civil war is Mr. Horace Greeley. As one
of the most extreme and active members of
the party whose exertions for nearly twenty
years had been incessantly directed to
break up the Union, and who. after the af-
fair of Fort Sumter, suddenly became the
most violent of Unionists — the party to
whose intemperate language was owing th
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greater part of that bitterness of feeling
which, long before the election of Mr. Lin-
coln, had wholly alienated the Southern
ple from their confederates, and who had
carried their political hostility so far as to
send a band of fillibusters to attempt an in-
surrection in Virginia — he is inevitably
isqualified from understanding either the
legal or moral strength of the unsuccessful
side. Having, moreover, during the whole
of the period in which the causes that led
to secession were at work beneath the sur-
face of social and public life, been utterly
separated in sentiment and p from
the vast majority of the Northern people,
he is equally unable to give a true account
of the temper in which they entered upon
the war, and of the motives which actuated
them. The history of such a quarrel from
the point of view of a fanatical Abolitionist
is necessarily very inaccurate. But we are
bound to admit that in most cases Mr. Gree-
ley has done his best to be courteous and
g‘:nerous if not impartial.* In recording
e downfall of the Confederacy, and the
surrender of Lee, Mr. Greeley’s lan, is
more becoming and in better taste than
that of many Northern writers of less ex-
treme opinions ; and he pays an honourable
tibute to the devoted heroism of the Virgin-
ian army. But the parts of the volume which
the most intrinsic value are those
w passages which relate to political
events and tendencies which the Abolition-
ist enthusiast, from his very want of sympa-
thy with the common feelings of his coun-
trymen, observed and has remembered more
accurately than others. Early in the con-
test the well-known * Manhattan ” asserted
to the great indignation of Northern sym-
K:thizers. that the Union would in no case
dissolved ; that, if the South were victo-
rious, the Northern States would end by
seeking admission into the Southern Con-
federacy. It is curious to find this opinion
confirmed by one who could have no sort of
sympathge:nh the feeling which he admits
to have been general in the North. In this,
as in most respects, Mr. Greeley is perfectly
candid in his statements, however biassed
in his judgments. Another evidence of his
candour ap, in a note at the end of the
volume, in which he gives the comparative

® The American (.'on{lict: a History of the Great
Rebellion in the United States of America, 1860-65;
#ts Causes, Incidents, and Results ; intended to ezx-
Aibit upec(ally its Moral and Political Phases, with
Dri/t and Progress of American Opinion rc-
ing Human Slarery, from 1776 to close of the
‘ar for the Union.
O. D. Case & Co.
1867.

By Horace Greeley, Hartford : | Edition.
L.
ondon : Stephens Brothers. l
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numbers of prisoners held by both parties,
and the proportion of deaths. He argues
that the South did ill-use her prisoners
wantonly, but his figures are against him.

The percentage of deaths in the Federal
prisons was about twelve ; in the Confeder-
ate prisons about seventeen, according to
the published statistics. Mr. Greeley makes
the real figure nearer twenltl{. Now, con-
sidering tie extreme difficulty which the
Confederates found in providing even their
army with necessaries, the barbarous con-
duct of the Federal Government in declar-
ing medicines cantraband of war, the unfa-
vourable climate of great part of the South,
and the healthy atmosphere and abundance
of food, medicine, and comforts in the
North, it may be inferred from these figures
that, so far as their power extended, the
Southerners must have treated their cap-
tives at least as well as the enemy. Here,
then, we are indebted to Mr. Greeley for
the facts which upeet his own accusations ;
and throughout his work we find the same
reason to believe in the perfect honesty of
his narrative, however warped by his preju-
dices. This, the second and concludmgi
part of his history, carries us from the fal

of New Orleans to the surrender of Lee,
containing four-fifths of the history of the war;
but the earlier volume which dealt chiefly with
political influences and with the prelimi-
nary history of secession, though of course
more highly coloured by the writer’s pecu-
liar views, contained much more that might
be of service to the historian or of interest
to the politician. Mr. Greeley has no spe-
cial qualifications for writing the history of
military movements; but his account of a
great public crisis in which he was an eager
actor cannot fail to throw some light on his
own side of the questions at issue.

The Mormon Prophet and his Harem*®
professes to be ¢ the only authentic account
of Brigham Young and his polygamous
family, and of that complicated and incon-
gruous system of social and political ma-
chinery called Mormonism.” If Mrs. Waite
really believes in her own pretensions, she
must be remarkably behindhand in her ac-
quaintance with the literature of her sub-

ject. Many much fuller and much more

authentic accounts of all tHat the public of
America or of Europe is interested in know-
ing about the Mormon chief and the peculiar

* 7The Mormon Prophet and his Harem, or an au-
thentic History of Brigham )’oung. his numerous
Wives and Children. %\' Mrs. C. V. Waite. Third
Cambridge: Printed at the Riverside
Press, and for Sale by Hurd & Houghton, New
York. London: Triibner & Co. 1867.
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community which has attained such a won-' to the present day ; the Articles of Confed-
derful cohesion and prosperity under -his! eration; the Constitution of the Union, with
government have been published on both!the various amendments passed down to
sides of the Atlantic, and are accessible to | the date of publication ; notes of the Presi-
every one. We have had very elaborate ! dential elections, with the names of the

descrigtions of Mormon life and society
from the pens of accomplished and thoughtful
travellers, who have given themselves some
trouble to ascertain as far as possible, not
only the facts for which they vouch, but the
principles of administration and of doctrine
which have enabled Brigham Young to form
in the middle of the nineteenth century a
community based on theocratic government,
and to maintain among a people of Euro-
Kan origin the ﬂo]ygamic institutions which
ve hitherto been counfined to Oriental
races. Captain Burton and Mr. Hepworth
Dixon have, each from his own point of
. view, investigated at some length, and with
something like philosophical “impartiality,
the extraordinary problems which the *so-
cial and political machinery” of Utah
resents; while, on the other hand, we
ave from the Mormons themselves more
than one explanation of their system, and
at least one history of its practical develo
ment. But it is true that only one work,
8o far as we know, has yet appeared which
deals with Mormonism in the same spirit in
which Mrs. Waite regards it — a shilling
volume entitled, if we remember rightly,
Female Life among the Mormons, and bearing
a striking analogy, in many ts, to some
-of those professed revelations of the interior life
of Roman Catholic convents in which Protes-
tant fanaticism delights, and which the lati-
tudinarian indifference of the general pub-
lic confounds with the more ordin
groductions of Holywell Street. Mrs.
Vaite’s work has much higher pretensions,
but it is quite as unworthy to be classed
among authentic histories, or even among
works of legitimate controversy. The tem-
Eer of the writer is so manifest as to deprive
er statements of all value. The book is
fitly crowned by a chapter entitled “ The
Endowment,” the first two or three pages
of which will abundaatly satisfy the reader
who may be disposed to form his own opin-
ion upon its merits.

The Dictionary of Congress* is a very
convenient volume of reference, containin
biographical notices of all the Senators an
Representatives of the United States from
the meeting of the Colonial Congress down

* Dictionary of the United States Congress, Com-
plied as a Munual of Reference for the Legislator and
Statesman. By Charles Lanman. Third Edition,

revised and brought down to July 28, 1866. Govern-
;na::t Printing Office. London: Trilbner & Co.

electors; the organization of the Executive
de'gartments, the right of suffrage in the
different States, and other useful infor-
mation not easily accessible to European
readers. It might, however, be made very
much more useful by considerable enlarge-
ment and additions, without becoming at all
;;conveaieptly cuuéb;oue. It;f vt;lne would
y increased if some e

phige:ere extended in length, if m
account of the constitutional system of the
different States were inserted, and if that
part which is immediately devoted to Con-
gress — five-sixths of the whole — contained
a clear view of its rules and procedure, of
its forms, and the meaning of the terms
employed in the reports, some of which are
peculiar to America, while others (as * the
previous question ! ”) are used in a sense,
or have a practical significance, different
flx;oni:i that which attach;;o to thel'.i‘ li): our own

arliamen roceedings. organi-
zation ofmthi ouse of Representatives,
which occupies so considerable a period at
'the commencement of each Congress, the
!Kwers of the Committees, the relations
| between the two Houses, and between Con-
| gress and the Executive, are all topics on
! which a succinct explanation would be very
serviceable to nearly all English, and prob-
ably to most American readers of the news-

pers, and which we are disappointed to

od wholly untouched in this volume. If
the next edition should be thus enlarged
and completed, so as to form a real and effi-
cient dictionary of reference upon Ameri-
can politics, the additional labour bestowed
upon it would be amply repaid.

The Criterion * is the title given by Mr.
Heury Tuckerman to a series of essays of a
quality somewhat higher than that of the
usual magazine article, and resembling in
| style and matter those of Hazlitt and his
: contempbraries, rather than the flimsier
productions of their successors. They are
well written, and contain ssme pertinent
observations and amusing anecdotes of va~
rious professions and phases of social life.
Mr. Tuckerman is a master of the English
language, and the purity of his style, rather
than any affectation of antique mannerisms,

* The Criterion; or, the Test of Talk about Fa-
miliar Things. A Series of Essays. By Henry
T. Tuckerman. New York: Hurd & Houghton.
Boston: E. P Dutton & Co. London: Sampson
Low, Son, & Marston. 1866.
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gives to his essays a flavour which reminds
usof a B::generation of writers.

Mr. y Gray's Out of Town¥%tw a
lively history of the migration of whas -e
should call a cockney family from New
York to a country village, aud of the vari-
ous adventures and expaeriences of rural
life, regarded in their bumourccs aspect.

Under the title of First Years in Europe
Mr. Calvert relates the impressions of a
young American who visited the Old World
for the first time some five-and-forty years

ago. The book is somewhat too full of re-
flections and criticisms showing no very
y a good

grofound wisdom, and marked
eal of the Erejudice and presumption nat-
ural to youth.

Mce. Alger’s Solitudes of Nature and of
Man } is a volume whose general conception
an] form may probably have been suggested
by the Anatomy of Melancholy, but it is in
no sense an imitation of that unrivalled
work. It displays much original thought,
as well as a large amount of varied reading ;
contains many sensible and suggestive re-
flections, many well-chosen and apposite
quotations, and some interesting facts and
reminiscences, historical and biographical,
which serve as apt and far trom trite illus-
trations of thoughts which are often striking
and generally judicious. It is not exactly
light ; but it is agreeable and instructive
reading, and may poesibly obtain a more
than ephemeral repute and popularity.

The Elements of Art Criticism § is a trea-
tise of more than elementary scope on a
subject in which most of us are more or
less iuterested, and on which many are con-
sciously ignoraut or imperfectly informed.
Some portious at least of the present vol-
ume relate to the rudiments of drawing
and painting, and may repay the reader for
his trouble even if he fail fully to compre-
hend its more ambitious teachings.

Town. A Rural Episode.
e Yori: THura &

* Out of
Gray. With lllustrations. New York:
Hoaghton. London: Samp Low, Son, & Mars-
ton. 1867.

t First Years in Europe. By George H. Calvert
Author of *‘ Scenes and Thoughts in Europe,”
*The Genotleman,” &c. Boston: William V. Spen-
oer. london: Triibner & Co. 1866.

3 The Solitudes of Nature and of Man; or, the
Loneliness of Human Life. By Willlam Rounseville
Alger. Boston: Roberts Brothers. London: Trilb-
ner & Co. 1867.

§ Eieme 1ts of Art Criticism, comprising a Trea-
tise on the Principles of Man’s Nature, asaddressed
by Art; togetner witha Historic Survey of lhe Meth-
ods of Art Execution in the Departments of Draw-
ing, Sculpture, Architecture, Painting, La
Gurdening, and the Decorative Arts. benlgued as
8 Text-book for Schools and Colleges, and as a
Handbook for Amatcurs and Artists. By G. W.
Samevn, D. D)., President of Colnm%tu'x‘College.
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Several theological works, some of them
certainly worthy of remark, are among the
last batch of American publications. Ser-
mons preached at the Church of St. Paul *
are superior in literary merit to the average
of published pulpit discourses, as has been
the case with many of the Roman Catholic
works of this sort which have fallen into
our hands ; perhaps because, preaching not
forming an essential part of the every-day
services of the Church, the task of compos-
ing sermons is not imposed upon every
rnest. in virtue of his orders, but is regu-
ated to those who have some human quali-
fications for the pulpit — such as eloquence,
learning, or literary power. The Silence of
Scn('fluret is a small and sensible book, apt-
ly described by its title. Its connecting
idea is an attempt to enforce, by an -
ment drawn from the absolute or partial
silence of the Bible, and particularly of the
New Testament, on many topics on which
human curiosity is strong, and on which
false religions have been very explicit, the
divine origin and authority of tﬁe Chris-
tian revelation. Rehabitation, and the re-
versal of the received judgments of history,
has now become the favourite office of his-
torical critics. We have seen not only
Henry VIII.,, Nero, and Philip of Spain,
but even Cataline and Clodius, cleansed of
the evil repute of ages, and enshrined
among the benefactors or the unsuccessful
martyrs of humanity. The same tendency
bas not been wanting in Biblical criticism,
and attempts have been made to show that
even the crime of Pilate and the treason of
Judas were less atrocious than the Christian
world has believed. It has been argued
that Iscariot really intended only to force
his Master into the assertion of his royal
title by miraculous power, and his penitence
has been cited in proof that the consequen-
ces of his act were not what he bad contem-
plated. It only remained that some one
should undertake to do by appeals to our
reason what Milton and Byron have almost
done as regards our sympathies, and plead
some plausible excuse for the Arch-Enemy
of mankind. The author of the Rise and
the Fall} appears tointend this, in a volume

* Sermons preached at the Church of St. Paul the
A{ocuc, . ew York, during the Years 1865 and 1866.

ew York : Lawrence Kehoe. London: Trilbner &
Co. 1867,

The Silence of Scripture. By the Rev. Francis
Wharton, D. D., L.LD., Rector of St. Paul’s
Church, ﬁrookllne. Mass. Boston: E. P. Dutton &
Co.,Church Publishers. London : Triibner & Co. 1867,

$ The Rise and the Fall; or, the ()rift'n of Moral
Ewl, 3 Parts. Part I. The Suggestions of Rea-
son; II. _’l‘he Disclosures of Revelation; I1I. The

thlnﬂon, D.C. Philndel‘phln: T.
& Co. ndon : Trilbner & Co. 1867,

Confir of Theology. New York: Hurd &
Houglton. London: Triibner & Co. 1866,
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devoted to prove that Adam and Eve were
guilty of no sin in eating the forbidden ap-
ple, and that the sentence denounced upon
their disobedience was no punishment.
It would seem that the Serpent must equally
be acquitted of offence — would seem, we
say, for the author's argument is entirely
beyond our comprehension.

Mind in Nature® is an elaborate treatise
on the organization of animal life, devoted
principalrlgy to microscopic researches, in
which the writer has occupied many years,
and from which he appears to have derived
some important conclusions. It contains,
besides, an interesting account of certain
experiments on what 8 called “ spontaneous
generation.” The object of the volume is
professedly of a theologico-scientific charac-
ter, to prove the existence of a Creative
Mind per{)etually at work from the plan of
the animal creation. The exact drift of the
argument is somewhat obscure, but the val-
ue of the physiological inquiries which form
the substance of the work is not thereby
affected. It is painful to find that the au-
thor has against Professor Agassiz one of
those personal quarrels which do so much
to discredit men of science with .the outer
world, both from the nature of the mutual
accusations and from the acrimony with
which they are preferred. It would have
been wisor if the note which refers to this
dispute, without clearly explaining it, had
been omitted; it has no bearing on the sub-
ject in hand, and those for whom the work
18 intended are incapable of deciding upon
the merits of the case.

Among scientific works the Report of the
Smithsonian Institution for 1865 ¢ and the
Annual of Scientific Discovery} edited by

* Mind in Nature; or the Origin of Life,and the
Mode of D ment of Animals. By Henry
James Clark, A. B., B. 8., Adjunct Professor of Zo-
olvgy in Harvard University, Cambridge, Mass.;
Member ot the American Academy of Arts and
Sciences, Boston, Mass., of the Bostow Society of
N :tural History, Corresponding Member of the
Anerican Microscopical Soclety of New York, &o.
&c. With over 200 Illustrations. New York: D.
A pleton & Co. London: Triibner & Co. 1865,

¢ {nnual Report of the Board of Regents of the
Swithsondéan Institution, showing the rations,
I rpenditures, and Condition of the Institution for
th Year 1885. Washington: Government Printing
&:!_i;:e. London: Sampson Low, Son, & Marston.

t Annuad of Scientific Disco ; or, Year-book
of Facts in Scéence and Art for and 1867, ex-
hi"iting the most imporlant  Discoveries and Im-
pro zv:mag; in A{echani;;, ueful A (;n} Natu}al Phil-
osonhy, Chemistry, Astrono-ny, Geology, Zoology,
Botany, )llim:mloggé Metrorolgy, Geo&:a;hy, An-
tiauities, §o , together with Notes on rogress
Qf Science during the Years 1865 and 1466 ; @ List
0.7 Recent Scientific Publications; Obituaries
Scientific Men, &c. FEdited by Samuel Kneeland,
A. M., M D, &c. Boston:.Gould & Lincoln.
London: Tritbner & Co. 1807.

Jrom the German of Dr. Carl Arvold Kortum.
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Mr. Kuneeland, deserve notice. The Iatter
is a yearly account of all that has been done
to forward the progress of science during
the year; of mechanical inventions and
improvements, of the athievements and dis-
coveries in all the different branches of nat-
ural science, of the books published on
these and kindred subjects, and of the lives
of eminent scientific men who have died
during the last twelve months. The volame
is a small one, and ‘the type close, though
tolerably clear ; and in order to bring with-
in the requisite compass so large a mass of
matter, it is necessarva.“thzt elach invention
or discovery, especi the less important
or less interesting, sh);uld be succinctly
treated ; but nevertheless the amount of
information concentrated in so small a space
is truly wonderful, and renders the Annual
exceedingly valuable to all who are interest-
ed in science.

Messrs. Judd and Co. publish a volume
on the Mysteries of Beekeeping *® with special
apnlication to American circumstances, and
a New Book of Flowerst intended for the
use of amateur gardeners. '

Among recent translations we find one of
The Johsiad t, by Charles T. Brooks ; Jou-
bert’s Thoughts. § by Mr. Calvert; the Life
and Works of Lessing, | from the German
of Adolf Stahr : and the Journal of Mau-
rice de Guérin ¥, to which is prefixed a re-
print of Mr. M. Arnold’s essay on the writ-
er’s life and genius.

* Mysteries of Beekeeping Ezplained, mtohhs
the Result of Thirty-Ave Years Experiemoe,
Directions for Utlng the Movable and Box-
Hive, together with the most Approved Methods of

ngating the I'alian Bee. By M. Quinlay, Prac-
tioal Beekeeper. New Stereotyped and lllustrated
Edition. New York: Orange Judd & Co. Loundon:
Sampron Low, Son, & Marston. 1566.
tNew Book of Flowers. By Joseph Rreok.
Newly Electrotyped and Illustrated. New York:
Orange Judd & Co. London: Sampson Low, Som,
& Marston.

t The Jodsiad : a Grotesco-Comico-Heroio hfl.
Charles T. Brooks, translator of ¢ Fauat,” ¢ Titian,
&c. &c. New York: Leypoldt & Holt. Londoa:

S8ampson Low, Son & Marston. 1867,
§ Joubert : Some of the Thoughts of Juqmm-
dert. Tranalated by Georg-. H. Cnlvert, Aut of

‘“ First Years in Europe,” ‘ The Gentleman,” &e.
Preceded by a Notice of Joubert by the Translator.
aB‘o(s:ton 1 ﬂglulam V. Spencer. London: Triibner
0. .

|| The Life amd Works of Gotthold Ephraim
Lessing, from the German of Ad-lf Stahr. By E.
P. Evans, Ph. D., Professor of Modern Languages
and Literature in the University of Mlchigtn. Boe-
ton: William V. Spencer. London: Triibner & Co.

1868,

T The Journal of Maurice de Guerin, with on
Essay by Matthew Arnold.and a Memoir by Sainte
Beuve, edited by G. T. Trebutien. Translated b

: Edward Thornton Fisher, Profeesor of Evgiis

Law and Literature at the Brookl{'n
Institution. New York: Leyboldt
don: Trilbner & Co. 1867,
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A small work on the Ecclesiastical Law
of Massachusetts ®*, by Mr. Buck, of the
Suffolk Bar, will have interest for others
than ecclesiastical lawyers, as exemplifying
the administration of justice in a Svum
where all sects are on an equal footing be-
fore the law, and all equally appeal to it to
define the temporal rights of the Church
and of its members, lay and clerical. The
Beuch and Bar of Massachusetts have al-
ways enjoyed a well-deserved respect, not
only for learning, but for character and dig-
dity, which the monstrous practice of elect-
mg the judges has not allowed those of
other States to sustain ; and their decisions
on questions of ecclesiastical law may be
takeu as the best example of the manner in
which, in the only country which has as yet
established * a free Church in a free State,”
the State deals with the questions which
the Church submits to her.

From the Spectator.

THE FEMININE ELEMENT IN ¢ THE MODERN
SPARIT.?

IN an admirable article in the May num-
ber ot Fraser's Magazine on * The Modern
Spirit,” the writer points out the double cur-
rent of thought which has been undermin-
ing the old dugmatic authority of the Church-
es, —on the one hand, the spirit of logic,
weighing evidences and finding a succes-
sion of verdicts of * not proven,” — on the
otuer hand, the spirit of mysticism, grasping
at large, vague, vital belets, without much
evidence or much value for evidence, indeed
accepting them only because they seem to
satisiy a want’of the soul, and quite ready
to modify or dismiss them as soon as any
other more importunate claimant dewands
admittance and recognition from our spirit-
ual seutiments. It is to the latter element
only 1n this * modern spirit,” by no means
the least important element, that we want
to ask attention just now. Nothing is more
curious, as tne writer of the article in Fra-
ser poiuts out, than the underuuning effect
wuich this positive element of our faith, or
at least our desire for faith, has produced
on * modern thought.” The just and legit-

mnate etfect of a careful weighing of evi-!
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ight one would ecarcely have supposed that
:lhgu thirst for large beh";fs withoutp::iedence,
— and it is an essential feature of this ele-
ment in “the modern spirit” that there
should be no show of the trammels of di-
rect ument, for all the passion in this
kind of belief exhales if you attempt to
Jjustify it by the aid of the reason, — would
bave had so undermining an effect upon
those beliefs which had hitherto been held
upon evidence. Yet we sincerely believe
that a great deal more of modern doubt has
been created by this absorption of vague
elemental faiths from ¢ the Eternities and
Immensities,” at least by the habit of mind
which chafes against logical grooves and yet
craves after mystical mspirations, than by
the solvent of modern criticism. The latter
has, indeed, often worked in the service of
the former. You can trace many an acute
conclusion of modern criticism less to the
state of the special evidence, than to the
rebellion of the critic’s mind against being
asked to surrender at discretion to the force
of evidence which he feels to be inadequate
in grandeur to the greatness of the spiritual
issues connected with it. Paley’s evidences,
both of Natural Theology and of Christiani-
ty, for example, have revolted as many
minds as they have convinced. As regards
Natural Theology, persons craving for the
mystic clasp of the Immensities were natu-
rally angered by Paley’s modest but ezigeant
“watch.” As regards Christianity, persons
craving for the Word made flesh were re-
volted by being compelled to found so much
on the discovery that St. Paul's Epistles
contained several minute coincidences as to
his times and modes of travelling with the
book called * the Acts of the Apostles.” The
modern spirit, on its thirsty pantheistic side,
has done more to dissolve the power of dog-
matic definitions and orthodox apologies,
than even the careful toil of critical in-
vestigation.

It is a true account, we believe, of the
origin of this mystical element in “the
modern spirit,” to say that men of imagina-
tive and speculative power have borrowed
a method from women, and applied it with
much greater boldness and revolutionary
audacity than women themselves have usu-
( ally displayed. The so-called * intuitions”
| which have made so much stir of late years,

are to a great extent tastes and sentiments

dence, is 1o show where we ’have been cred- | which women have always used more liber-
ulvus, and where we must give up what we | ally than men in support of their favourite
vad formerly accepted as true. But at first dogmatic authority, but which men are now

) | wringing out of their hands and setting up
* MNa Law. By Ed-'above all dogmatic authority. Take the

ward Buck, of the Sunoik Bar. Boswn: Gould & .
Liucuis. dundon: Lruvner & Co. 1sU6. , vague apothegms by which Emerson has

h 212 Keelesiaati
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ined so much influence among the Pan-:fer An observer of the working
theistic class of thinkers, — some of which | of
are uote(} : of tll:e same It
number o to which we
have referred, s« A z‘l‘l’; mhtll:: ff:ll:
right and true very |1y ug
centre of the solar is by fuiled
pulses of thought, to miod.
of the from the
bosom — what are these the other
. secrets he allows to betray under ber
male disguise —
¢ Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee
_ hold upon | beliovs I love
them ? n mper-| ¢ it! You may as soon make
sonating her believe it . which I warrant
«he is apter she does ; that
character first, and then as if in irony call- | is one of t women still give
ing Him ” Parker, who, | the lie to
Now, the all this is, that the
delusion he himseif
X |
doit
some visible and Huo-
it abow say may, for example, to a mischie ouuchglvﬂ°
, fo X v
;':'l' systems, aen?ime;l:ot‘(’) ¢ Your whole life is ll:eedfully a cause of trouble
you ought to try, therefore,
most curo . o e
tendency in spirit ” boldly to | lost without it
euthrone a element away if we do not
where no placed it, us of all the trou-
above all to roz l;s tl)lf ui:nblo
and theology, is up our delighs in is;
ently out %K the must be in the heaven-
thought. In ot essential life to be
just appeared, and which is 8o ‘“i':‘:'.'l‘:’ in conjugial
and evidently written out of genuine per-
sonal emotion, that we hope to give it a more
extended notice in Mr. Hor- | then, the woman
ace Field attempts atal- | ot Deity.
love to by the persuasion
She first se)
and he ves
he feuls it as his
Saclaration. b lgves it ; she induces the fiual
e eclaration, but the man
— thatitis just | he,ven and earth
she makes her of it, because
husband some token of and these she
love to her, while in reality she puts him and will not dis-
up to it: — the price of life
; when
«My statement is, then, that God Himself | convinced of these
directs all our movements, and 8o directing, | doings on the
us that we direct ourselves. | nature; he
There is a processso strangely parallclamong our ued by her,
social relationships that 1 canuot pass it by. 1 re- jewel in be-
WOII]SI}I lllt 0
race dea
o;ﬁcﬂi:::’Ou‘::lpg:fen(t).d'nl;ﬁﬁ::&%e’}‘ , [';f':{'. will, — receive the inspiration to the deed, ac-

London : Longwaus,

| companied by the love for it, as His gift, and
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adore Him for ever that the giﬁ thus given per-
suades them that they, and not God, are the
authors of their acts.”

Indeed, the key-note of this remarkable
little book — remarkable for combining real
logical cohesion of thought with extraor-
dinary feats of sentiment—is that while
there is nothing, no other agency, in the
world but God, He has managed matters
with so loving and delicate a feminine finesse,
that we all imagine ourselves to be doing
freely what we are really constrained to do,
and s0 enjoy as spontaneous in ourselves
acts of selt-devotion and prayer, which are
really only God’s acts passed through the
fannel of our seeming personality. “€Ve at-
tribute this curious doctrine concerning
God’s feminine finesse of tenderness to the
Swedenborgian school of thought, both on
account of the odd and objectionable word
“ conjugial,” which we never saw in an
other class of writings, and from the dedi-
cation to the “ Bridegroom and the Bride,
the Lamb and the Lamb's wife,” which is a
favourite vein of mystical allegory in the
Swedenborgian school ; but there is nothing
in the book Swedenborgian in doctrine,
Swedenborg himself having been, we. be-
lieve, a strong believer in free-will..

Now, what can be more remarkable than
the fact that from so many different sources,
— from the Spinozistic school of Pantheism,
from Comte’s school of rigidly phenomenal

alization, from Theodore Parker's
school of robust, sometimes almost rudely
masculine, Theism, — from the Swedenbor-
gian school of types and allegories, — there
the same tendencies to extol the
feminine type of mind, — nay, as we have
seen, even feminine finesse in action, not
only above religious dogma, but even above
the intellectual side of faith. To defend
God for deceiving us as to free-will by say-
ing that in this He is just like a woman
:E) makes a man offer to her and makes
him think he did it without any guidance
from her, is surely one of the strangest apol-
ogies for Fatalism which the world has ever
beard of. Yet though an exaggerated illus-
tration of the modern tendency to substi-
tute vague fascinations of sentiment for
truths for which we can plead the authority
of historical revelation, it is only onme of
many all guing to show that the most popu-
lar elements of modern religious faith are
those at which men vaguely grasp in moods
of elevated feeling, and for which they re-
quire no evidence in the proper sense of the
term, except just the very sort of momenta-
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ry fascination which beautiful women them-
selves exercise over men.

Qur inference from all this is that the
fositive side of * the modern spirit ” in re-
ation to religion is the tendency to fall in
love with “the infinite,”” and to revolt, as
lovers will, against the restraint of rational
laws; while the negative side, — the mas-
culine side, — is the logical tendency to de-
mand evidence for all asserted facts, and to
reject all facts not established by evidence
in the most satisfactory manner. The great
religious calamity of our time is that so few
seem to be able to combine habitually, and
in the same religious mood, the two atti-
tudes of thought, —to guide criticism by
spiritual cravings, to check spiritual crav-
ings by intellectual criticism. Our most
religious feelings nowadays help the revolt

ainst Revelation just because it is revela-
tion ; in other words, because God's revela-
tion of Himself is governed by moral laws
and limited by historic evidence, and so has
not the delicious charm of the inspirations
of vague and wayward passion. The criti-
cal spirit, on the other hand, — one of the
most hopeful evidences of the scrupulous
intellectual conscience of the present day,
— is left unassisted in its investigations by
that religious thirst which could alone ena-
ble it to detect the true springs of the water
of life. We shall never reach. by our own
investigations, and without the aid of that
dogmatic “ authority ” which is gone forev-
er, the true life of God, as He so long
been revealing it to us, till we can combine
in the same attitude of mind and heart the
scrupulous intellectual conscientiousness of
modern times, with the spiritual thirst which,
without it, is so lawless and vagrant, but
which, under its guidance, will prove a truer
divining rod to detect the “living waters,”
than any authoritative Church, or any ver-
bally inspired Bible.

From the British Medical Journal.
WAS LUTHER MAD?

Ix the recent trial, in which the validity
of the will of Mrs. Thwaites was disputed,
because of the extreme religious delusions
which she was proved to have had for many
years, Mr. Serjeant Ballantine elicited
from Dr. Williams, of Bethlehem Hospital,
in cross-examination, a confession of opin-
ion that Luther was mad, or, at any rate,
not altogether sane. Dr. Wood is stated
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in the newspaper reports to have given
similar evidesxl:cge Whlz)iotever we may gt.llxiuk
of their opinion, we must admire the rare
candour of these physicians; for the ad-
mission was anything but calculated ‘to
serve the cause in the defence of which
they were called. :

But was Luther mad? The spiritual
temptations which he underwent he describ-
ed as * buffetings of Satan ;” with these he
was frequently tormented ; he called them
conflicts between him and Satan. The
terrors he experienced he called ¢ the Dev-
il's traps,” from which he earnestly prayed
God to deliver him. If this were madness,
then every preacher who describes the
evil impulses of thie heart as the instigations
of Satan is surely mad himself, and teaches
madness to his hearers ; und that, too, with-
out the excuse which Luther had in the ig-
norance and superstitious credulity of the
times in which he lived. The mannerin which
Luther himsclf speaks of his temptations is
interesting, tor 1t resembles the way in
which he speaks of insamity. ¢ I think,” he
says, “ that all fools, and such as have not
the use of reason, are vexed or led aside
by Satan ; not that they are therefore con-
demned, but because dSatan doth diversely
tempt men, some greviously, some easily ;
some a longer, some a shorter time. And
whereas physicians attribute much to natu-
ral means sometimes,this cometh to pass
because they know not how great the power
and the strength of the devils are.” [his,
though it lack form a little, according to
modern scientific ideas of insanity, is * not
like madness.”

But let us go on to hear how he speaks
of his conversations with the devil, whose
persecutions cost him many a bitter night
— multus noctes miki satis amarulentas et
acerbas reddere ille novit. * The devil,” he
says, * knows how to invent, and to urge
his arguments with great force. He also
speaks in a decp and loud-toned voice.

or are these disputes carried on in a long
course of various argumentations; but the
question is put and the answer given in a
moment. 1 am sensible, and have suffi-
ciently experienced, how it sometimes hap-

pens that persons are found dead in their
beds in a worning. He is not only able to:
kill or strangle the body, but knows how to
urge and close in the soul with his disputa-
tions, that it is obliged to quit the body in
|
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an instant—a state into which he bad
nearly reduced me more than once. For
no mortal can endure and withstand them
without the peculiar assistance and power
of God.”

With this compare what Whitefield says
in his journal, about whom a report was
once raised that he was mad, and who says
of himself that “he might very well be
taken to be really mad, and that his rela-
tions counted his life madness.” ¢ One
morning, rising from my bed, I felt an ua-
usual impression and weight u my
chest. In a short time, the load gradually
increased and almost wgighed me down,
and fully convinced me that Satan had as
real possession of my body as ouce of Job's.
. . . . I fancied myself like a man locked
up in iron armour ; I felt great heavings in
my body ; prayed under the weight tili the
sweat came. How many nights did I lie

aning under the weight, bidding Satan
epart from me in the name of Jesus.”

Af these earnest men were mad, then how
far gone in madness must the Psalmist have
been when he cried out, “ Many oxen are
come about me; fat bulls of Bashan close
me in on every side.” Hallucinations these,
surely, of an extreme kind. Which of the
great prophetic writers of the Bible will es-
cape the suspicion of insanity,if a vehe-
ment sincerity of nature, an exalted i i
tion, and burning words of passionate earn:
estness, taking a figurative expression, are
to be?deemed indications of mental unsound-
ness

It cannot be questioned that Lather was
of a vehement nature, intensely earnest,
ardently imaginative, obstinate even to rash-
ness, as a man fighting the battle which he
fought had ‘need to be. By an incessant
application to study, and by a sedentary life,
he had greatly injured his nealth, so that he
actually heard the noise *‘ which the devil
made to torment him ;” and on one occa-
sion he was certainly cured by exercise and
medicines sent him by Spalatinus. Not-
withstanding these, we are of opinion thas
any one who engages to prove him insane,
wrongly measuring the style and habit
of thought of one age by those of another
age, will have to make use of ents
which, if they are worth anything, would
prove most of the great and earnest re-
tormers whom the world has seen to have
been insane also.
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From Blackwood’s Magasine.

THE REIGN OF LAW.

TaE main object of this able and very
interesting treatise is to show that the
Beign of Law — meaning thereby that in-
variable order, or those persistent forces,
which science delights to contemplate —
is by no means incompatible with the be-
lief in an overruling and creative Intelli-
gence. In this its main purpose it is what,
a few years ago, would have been called a
Bridgewater Treatise, and it would have de-
served to take its place amongst the instruc-
tive series which bore that title. But where-
as the Bridgewater Treatises in general
abounded with illustrations of the great ar-
gument of design, the present volume is
chiefly occupied with discussions that bear
upon the nature of the argument itself. It
is not, however, without due share of illus-
tration ; and the description given of the
contrivance, or adaptation of the laws or
forces of nature, displayed in the mechanism
of a bird’s wing — or say in the general pur-
pose of enabling a vertebrate animal to fly
through the air —is amongst the happiest
of the kind we have ever met with. We
shall henceforth watch the flight of the sea-

1, a bird which the author especially se-
ects for nis illustration, with additional in-
terest. The Duke of Argyll has evidently
looked on birds with far other than the sports-
man’s eye — with something of the poet’s
as well as that of the man of science.

Nt > °
ot that the sportsman is altogether desti- 89

tate of admiration for the bird he kills; we
have known him discourse eloquently on the
beauty of the creature soaring above him,
in an element he tannot inhabit, and the
next moment glory in bringing it down.*
¢ The Reign of Law.’ By the Duke ot Argyll. Al-
exander strahan, publisher, 55 Ludgate Hill,
‘;.Wo p tlf:uo?;‘ N --ldl jon to
sportsman oW, to the toullow! circum-
stance 'l‘l-.l '—ou e{.e huju‘st l'all::n on .l le:;r.‘ér in the
¢ tes ainst the crael and purpose-
loss ...'..'.’.'&, of the: beautiful seabir1s that fre.
quent our oliffs. Hundreds of these exquisite crea-
tures, whom every one with a -sark of tenderness
intelligence in his nature has delighted to watch
they hover over the sea, are killea every summer
2o except the pleasure of killing, and such
a8 may be displayed 1n shooting amongst
s crowd of birds. The chiffs between Scarborough
and Burlington — one of the great breeding-places
of our sva-fowl — are mentioned us the scene of this
battue. Parties go in boats, and station themselves
under the flock of birds ﬂyfng to and fro, feeding
their ‘wng Boats have been scen ** llwnlll laden
with s, the boacmen sitting on them.” Bug
many that arc shot * full at a distanee on the water
land, and ale wretchedly of their wounds
orhunger.” If the young men who induige in this
sport bad read the Duke ot quyll'o book, had fol-
lowed him in his admiring explanation of the flight
of the sea-gull, we think, perhaps, they would hard-
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¢ The Reign of Law’ is in all respects a re-
markable book. Where it does not com-
mand assent, it stimulates inquiry. Nor is it
any ill compliment to a work of this descrip-
tion to say of it that it sometimes provokes,
in a very mild degree, the spirit of contro-
versy ; seeing that it leads us back, with a
certain freshness of mind, intoold questions
of a still unsettled nature.

We need hardly sa{ that we cordially
agree in the main conclusions to which the
author would conduct us. No proposition
appears to carry a stronger conviction with
it than this — that mind, not matter, or the
forces called material, should be considered
as the primal power in the universe. In
the onfer of science, we commence with the
simple and lead onwards to the complex ;
but when, at any epoch, science presents to
us such whole, such Cosmos, as it has been
able to conceive, the conviction immediately
follows that this whole existed as Thought
or Idea before it was developed as a ty
of space and time. The great conclusion,
therefore, which the Duke of Argyll,in com-
mon with all our theologians, would enforce,
is one which we, too, would maintain with
whatever energy we possess. We are not
in the least disposed to relinquish what is
familiarly known as the argument from de-
sign in favour of any “ high a priori road ”
to the first great truth in theol But
there may be methods of stating this argu-
ment from which we should dissent. There
may also be a tendency to implicate the ar-
ment with philosophical opinions which,
wrhether correct or not, are still under dis-
cussion, and which, in fact, are the opinions
only of one section of the speculative world.
Such a tendency (we do not say that it is
manifested in an unusual manner in the pres-
ent writer) we should venture to protest

against.

The press has lately teemed with produc-
tions which must have manifested to most
readers how utterly unsatisfactory are those
metaphysical or ontological reasonings which
are supposed to conduct us more directly to
the knowledge of the absolute and infinite
Being. Rejecting, as anthropomorphic, the
persuasion felt by reflective men in every
generation that the world is full of purpose,
— or rather say of intermingled and inse
arable purposes, and may therefore be call-
ed one great pur — many profound
reasoners have preferred to found their the-
ology on certain abstractions of the intellect,
mt%yu pure Being, Substance, Cause, and

y bave consented to this waaton slaughter — to this
:xternination of a creature probablyul::fpler than
themselves, and certainly more beaut

164.
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by so doing they have been led into results
either of a self-contradictory nature, or of
so vague and shadowy a description that we
are left in doubt whether it is an idea or a
mere word that we are at last put in pos-
session of. God has become the Absolute,
or the Infinite, or the One Substance, or the
Unknowable First Cause, everywhere pres-
ent, and under no form of human thought
conceivable.

This One Substance, or the One Being,
if you travel to it by this road, is a mere hy-
pothesis, and explains nothing. The im-
pression conveyed It:ly the senses is of a mul-
titude of individual things or substances.
Science, by its generalisations, may reduce
these to a few elementary substances. But
the last generalisation of science is ouly of a
similarity of a multitude of things. Suppose
it reduced all matgrial things to one ele-
mentary substance — that is, to a multitude
of atoms all similar in their nature — these
atqms would still be numerically or individ-
uilly different, moving-with different ve-
locuies and in different combinations. We
are as far as ever from this metaphysical

"entity of the One Substance; and if we
could reach to it, what would it explain ?
Tue unity of the world which calls for ex-
planation is & unity of plan, that harmony
of parts which constitutes it a whole. Now,
what conuection is there between this and
the barren conception of unity of Substance ?
It the one substance acts diversely — as it
must necessarily be supposed to do in order
to produce anything — why should this di-
versity of action of one unintelligential sub-
stance more necessarily lead to a unity of
plan than the simultaneous action of a mul-
utude of diverse sybstances? If the one
substance had but one mode of action, no
world could be produced ; if it have many
modes of action, what is to prevent these
from being at variance with each other ? Or
how are we brought nearer to any compre-
hension of the real unity of the universe?
11 this does not suggest 10 us the precedence
or immanence of mind or thought, we know
not what it can legitimately suggest at all; we
should think it wiser simply to rest in this
harmouious state of things — to restin it in
the seuse of the positivist, as the last truth
we are capable of reaching, and leave alone
all further speculations about the one uni-
versal substance, or a supernatural cause.

The old fawmihiar argument gives us a crea-

tive intelligence, in other words an intelli-! ) \
'tise with some very just remarks on the

gential being, and a universe which is the
wanitestation of this power; we need not
say that it has its difliculties, and that the
iuca of creation coes Lo us embarrassed
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with perplexing speculations ; but this other
ontological method lands us in mere abstrac-
tions, and is, at best, no entrance into theol-
ogy at all, but merely into some metaphyes-
ical theory of the universe.

And not only do we cling to this great
argument, but we are adverse to the suppo-
sition that diversities of opinion, on such
well-known topics of controversy as the na-
ture of the human Will, or of our idea of
Causation, should incapacitate either party
in such controversies from availing himself
of it. We are unwilling that it should be
mon(wolised by auy one school of psycholo-
gy- Wesometimes hear it said, for instance,
tuat the doctrine of Causation taught by Dr.
Thomas Brown nullifies the argument by
abstracting from the conception of God the
idea of power; since, if we have no such
idea of power till we enter the domain of
theology, we cannot then suddenly form
the idea in order to invest God with power.
Brown did not reason thus. As he states
the argument, we see one great antecedent
to the existing world — namely, a pre-exist-
ing mind. It invariable antecedents is all
that we understand by power, we have still
the conviction that there was this antecedent,
and this is sufficient for the argument. It
is still more frequently asserted that ke who
denies the freedom of the human will, or its
self-determining character, destroys the only
type we have of the power of It may
be so. But to this it may be replied, that
we cannot expect to have a type of that
which is altogether superhuman and unique.
The argument consists in this, that we can-
not conceive the world or the universe as a
whole without immediately conceiving it as
the manifestation of thought. How such
a thought manifested itsel, in creation, is
just as mpossible to understand as how such
a thought came itselt into existence. We
are not here attempiing to decide, be it un-
derstood, on the nature of the human will,
or of our idea of power ; we simply express
a conviction that our great argument holds
its ground whatever philosophical tenet is
embraced on these subjects.

Having thus stated as briefly as we could
(without glancing at objections which it
would require pages to discuss) the position
we occupy with regard to this popular ar-
gument from design, we can proceed with the
greater freedom to examine what may seem
to us peculiar in the trcatment of it by oar
author. The Duke of Argyll opens his trea-

vague use of the terw supernatural. By a
“belief in the supernatural,” is sometimes

' meant a beliefin a supernatural Being—or in
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God ; and it is sometimes restricted to a be-
lief in a supernatural or abnormal action of
that Being. French writers not unfrequently
use the expression in the first sense, and un-
derstand by a denial of the supernatural a
denial of any to us intelligible existence
out of the pale of nature and humanity.
Amongst English writers a denial of the
supernatural is generally limited to a denial
of any events confessedly out of the estab-
blished order of creation —a denial that
God acts in any but the one eystematic
method which it 1s the aim of science to ex-
plore. In this last sense the supernatural is
synonymous with the miraculous.

There is, however, one other application
of the term “ supernatural ” it is necessary
to allude to. This is an application of the
term to the human will, by those who think
that it is not involved in that linked series
of cause and effect which we call the course
of nature. This use of the term is by no
means common, even amongst the stanch-
est advocates of liberty, but it is plainly ad-
missible. That the human will should effect
changes in the material world is, as the
Duke of Argyll observes, amongst the most
natural of events — meaning thereby
amo! the most ordinary and tamiliar —
but itit be true that the will acts from above
or from without that order which binds the
rest of nature, then, in this sense, it may be
entitled to be called supernatural. The am-
biguity in the word *natural” must be
guarded against. It may either mean what
is ordinary, or what is embraced in the
strict order of nature. We may find it dif-
ficult to speak of anything so familiar, and
in that respect so natural, as the moving of
a man’s hand, as aoupernatural event ; yet,
in a scientific point of view, it may doubt-
less be so described, presuming that the man
acts from yithout that connected series we
“ltlh nature. The Duke off yll quotes
with approbation a passage from Dr. Bush-
nell inpgbich the w!():rd is thus applied: —

 Dr. Bushnell says, ‘ That is supernatural,
whatever it be, that is either not in the chain
of natural cause and effect, or which acts on
the chain of cause and effect in nature, from
without the chain.’ And again, ‘ If the pro-
cesses, combinations, and results of our system
of nature are interrupted or varied by the ac-
tion whether of Gud, or angels, or men, so as to
bring to pass what would not come to puss in it
by its own internal action, under the laws of
mere cause and effect, such variations are in
like manner supernatural.’”

Our author, however, does not himself
apply the word supernatural to the human
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will ; be would perhaps prefer the word
spontaneous. Speaking of a lecture of Mr.
yndall he says: —

““ One of our most distingunished living teach-
ers of physical science began, not long ago, a
course of lectures on the phenomena of heat by
a rapid statement of the modern doctrine of the
correlation of forces — how the one was convert-
ible into the other —how one rose out of the
other — how none could be evolved except from
some other as a pre-existing source. ¢ Thus,’
said the lecturer, ‘we see there is no such
thing as spontaneousness in Nature.” What!
not in the lectarer himself? Was there no
‘ spontaneousness ' in his choice of words —in
his selection of materials —in his orderly ar-
rangement of experiments, with a view to the
exhibition of particular results ? It is not prob-
able that the lecturer was intending to deny
this ; it simply was that he did not think of it,
as within his ficld of view. His own mind and
will were then dealing with the * laws of nature,’
but it did not occur to him as forming part of
these laws, or, in the same sense, as subject to
them.”

Whether Professor Tyndall quite meant
all he said, or had weighed the full signifi-
cance of his words, we do not undcrtake to
decide. Perhaps he spoke advisedly. But
what concerns us more nearly is, that we
shall find some difficulty as we proceed, in
quite understanding what our author means
by that *‘ spontaneousness ” he is here vin-
dicating. We are led to ask ourselves,
whether the Duke of Argyll has finally de-
termined what position to assume in this
great metaphysical controversy of the free-
dom of the will.

But at present we shall pursue the course
of our exposition. The Supernatural, we
bave said, bas in our ordinary philosophical
controversies two meanings. Either it means
that Being who has created, and who there-
fore is above, Nature. Or, presuming such
a Being to exist, and that he acts by gener-
al laws, then the Supernatural means a de-
parture in that Being from his systematic
mode of action : it i8 synonymous with the mi-
raculous. We shall follow our aathor in his
observations on these two subjects — a crea-
tive Intelligence and the Miraculous. And
as the latter of these happens to take pre-
cedence in the essay we commence with
it.

The Miracle. — No more striking illustra-
tion could be given of the §eneral tendency
to believe in the reign of law than the et-
fort made by some speculative divines to rec-
oncile the miracle to the natural order of
events —to believe in the miracle as a
fact, and yet deny that it implies any arbi-
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trary interposition in the laws of nature.
The attempt, in our opinion, is as unneces-
sary as it is unsuccesstul. What we call a
miracle does not exist for him who does not
believe in a Creator, and he who believesin
a Creator can surely find no difficulty in be-
lieving in an interposition of the Creative
Power, always presuming there is a purpose
of that paramount description which ren-
ders such interposition intelligible. For law
itself, or the establishment of uniformity, is
but a purpose (on the theory of Creation) ;
and if we can conceive of another purpose,
such as the revelation of religious truth, to
which an especial departure from that uni-
formity is subservient, there can be no dif-
ficulty (on sufficient evidence) in accepting
such departure. But we have lately had a
few reasoners amongst us who have held
- that the evidence was sufficient to prove
what we call the miraculous fact, but who
have denied that the fact was really in its
nature miraculous, or a direct interposition
of the power of God overrulir¥ the unifor-
mity He had established. They suggest
that the startling event which to us seems
abnormal, would be recognised as in strict
obedience to the laws of nature, if our
science were equal to the task. They are
fond of drawing an analogy from Mr. Bab-
bage’s calculating machine, which, after ex-
hibiting for some time a succession of num-
bers in a certain sequence or ratio, sudden-
ly departs from what we have begun to think
is the law of the machine, and exhibits a
number quite different from what our expe-
rience had led us to expect. Here, say they,
we should at first exclaim that the machine
had departed from its law, whereas a thor-
ough knowledge of its mechanism would
have assured us that it was most faithful to
its law. In like manner if there are records
of the dead buing called back to life,
an event even so extraordinary as this may
be the result of laws whose operation we
have yet to become thoroughly acquainted
with. If the Apostle Peter raised tne wid-
ow Dorcas from death to life, it was because
just at this juncture the apparently excep-
tional number was about to be exhibited by
the great machine of the universe.

We allude to this strange exp anation of
the miracle merely as an illustration of a
tendency of moderu thought ; it hardly de-
gerves a serious examination. Did St. Peter
know that this re.urrection from the dead
was about to be produced in the cycle of
events ? Tuen the miracle is but transferred
to this supernatural knowledge. Or shall
we say that this apparently supernatural
knowledge in St. Peter was, like the resur-
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rection itself from the dead, produced at that
moment by the faithful operation of psycho-
logical laws ? If we rather conclude that 8t
Peter honestly believed, as did all the by-
standers, that God heard his prayer, and put
forth, in a direct manner, His omnipotent
power — then this curious result follows,
that God authenticates His revelation of
truth by a series of elaborate deceptions.
Men cluster round the messe God,
and see and believe the miracle, and believe
the messenger on account of the miracle, but
all the while no miracle is really performed
— only the appearance of one is produced.

The Duke of 1l is solicitous also, in
his way, to reconcile the miracle with the
reign of law. But, if we understand him
aright, he does not seek to get_rid of the
Divine interposition, but to show that the
method of the Divine ini ition may be
such as to involve no interference with the
i:vkvs of (;mture. frfod H:orfis a llnir&cle by

ing advan: is infinitely superior
Imowngd e oft:hgee laws of namre,ymgeanlao,
it must be added, by his infinitely saperior
power of agplying that knowl We
must state the 1dea in the words of the au-
thor: —

“No man can have any difficulty in believing
that there are natural laws of which he is igno-
rant, nor in conceiving that there may be beings
who do know them, and can nse them, even as
he himself now uses the few laws with which he
is acquainted. The real difficulty lies in the
idea of will exercised without the use of means
— not in the exercise of will through means
which are beyond our knowledge.

“ Now have we any right to say that belief
in this is essential to all religion ? If we have
not, then it is only putting} as so many other
hasty sayings do put, additional difficulties in
the way of religion. The relation in which God
stands to those rules of His government which
are called ‘laws,’ is of course an inscrutable
mystery to us. But those who believe that His
will does govern the world, must believe that
ordinarily, at least, He does govern it by the
choice and use means. Nor have we any
certain reason to believe that He ever acts other-
wise. Extraordinary manifestations of His will
—signs and wonders — may be wrought, for
aught we know, by similar instrumentality —
only by the selection and use of laws of which
man knows and can know nothing, and which,
if he did know, he could not employ.

‘“ Here, then, we come upon the question of
miracles — how we understand them ; what we
would define them to be. The common idea of
a miracle is, 4 suspension or violation of the
laws of nature. This is a definition which places
the essence of a miracle in a particular method
of operation. But there is another definition
which pusses this by altogether, and dwells only
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on the agency by which, and the purpose for
which, a miracle is wronght. . . . It is impor-
tant to observe that this definition does not ne-
cessarily involve the'idea of a ¢ violation of
the laws of nature.” It does not involve the
idea of the exercise of will apart from the use of
means. It does not involve, therefore, that idea
which appears to many so difficult of concep-
tion. It simply supposes, without any attempt
to fathom the relation in which God stands to
His own ‘ laws,’ that out of His infinite knowl-
edge of these laws, or of His infinite power of
making them the instraments of His will, He
may and He does use them for extraordinary
indications of His presence.” — P. 14.

Thus the miracle is admitted to be an
int ition of the Divine power for a
specific purpose, but the method of the in-
terposition is such as to save it from the
character of a violation or contradiction of
the laws of nature. That method is repre-
sented to be as little a violation of those
laws as when a chemist, by his superior
knowledge of the laws of affinity, astonishes
u‘!)vv some new production.

We imﬁne that the most scrupulous
divine n raise no objection to this de-
scription of a miracle; but we doubt if,
when examined, it will be found to answer
the purpose for which the author has put it
fortl{ that of obviating the objections which
the man of science is supposed to make to
all miracles whatever. e new arrange-
ments of matter by which new developments
of the laws or forces of matter are occasioned,
are, in the ordinary course of things, them-
selves the result of the operation of the
laws of nature. If mountains are upheaved,
if streams flow down their sides, if a new
soil is carried into the valley, and therefore
new chemical combinations are formed, and
an increased fertility ensues, we see change
and new arrangements introduced by the
operation of the laws themselves. But if
We are to picture to ourselves that matter is
subjected to new arrangements or juxtaposi-
tions by the direct interposition of God,
we have here as much a violation of the
laws of nature as if a new law of affinity
were suddenly bestowed upon certain par-
ticles of matter.

This employment of the laws of nature —
does it imply some novel and direct manipu-
lation, 8o to speak, of material substances ?

are remitted to the explanation of the mira-
cle already examined, namely, that it is
nothing more or less than an event which
seems abnormal to us by reason of our igno-
rance of the laws of nature.

For ourselves, we would much rather
leave the modus operandi of a miracle en-
tirely alone. Suppose we test the present
theory by its application to some well-known
instance of the miraculous, we shall not find
that it leads us out of any difficulty. The
multiplication of a few loaves and fishes, so
that they fed a 1 multitude of people,
lends itself as readily as any instance that
occurs to us to our author’s explanation.
The first impression upon the mind of an
ordinary reader would probably be that so
much new matter in this pecubar form bad
been, then and there, created. This the
Duke of Argyll would call a working without
means — a rather curious objection, by the
way, to bring ‘)rominently forward, and
which is certainly not the difficulty that
occurs to one who believes in a creative pow-
er. No, he would say, the miracle does not
oblige us to believe that God wrought with
other than the means before Him. The
hydrogen, the carbon, the nitrogen, and all
the elements that enter into the formation
of vegetable and animal food — are they
not at hand ? the laws of their elimination
and fresh combination, are they not known
to Him as they never will be known to us?
What need to suppose any other effort of
power than what may be called a chemistry
vastly superior to any we can know or prac-
tise? Well, if we accept this somewhat
anthropomorphic statement, we have only
given to the imagination hints of a method
by which the miracle might be wrought.
'ﬁle miracle remains as mysterious as before,
and it is still the same departure from the
laws of nature; for all the usual processes
by which wheat is grown, and bread is made
of it, and by which fish are born and nour-
ished, are superseded by a chemical combi-
nation which the laws of nature, if left to
themselves, would not, then and there, have
produced. A strange compulsion was
thrown upon the elements, and the hydro-

n, and the cardon, and the like, must

ave been brought together as they would
not have been brought together in the nor-
mal course of nature. There must have

If it does, then the laws of nature, which, | been somewhere, at some stage, an interpo-
left to themselves, would have produced sition of the direct power of God, and it is

nite other arrangements, have been inter-

this interposition which the man of science,

with. Does it imply no such interfer- | rightly or wrongly, is supposed to contest.

ence — are the new arrangements identical !

with these which the operation of the laws

The Duke of Argyll would here, perhaps,
remind us of an ob~ervation he has frequent-

themselves would bring about ? — then we i ly and forcitly made, that the presence of a

a-
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will, an intelligential will, acting for a pur-
pose, is normal in the universe, is bound up
with our conception of the universe. So
be it. But it is not only normal that there
should be an action in nature of the divine
mind or will; what the man of science
assumes is, that the action of that divine
power is always normal. In short, the
miracle must remain just what it is popular-
lv believed to be, a direct interposition of
God, depariing from His usual agency. The
only safe posirion to assume is, not that in
the miracle there is no interference with
what, in a strictly scientific point of view,
are called the laws of nature, but that such
interference may, when the purpose is ade-
quate, be fairly expected. ’lg:e strength of
the theologian’s position is precisely this,
that the universe 1s not. a mere machine, but
rather an organization determined and
modified by an intelligential power — that
it exists for the purposes of God, s nothi
but the realisation of those purposes, an
can, in fact, have for its ultimate law no
other than the purposes of God. Uniform-
ity itself is but a purpose ; it answers most
iwportant ends. Say that a solitary de-
parture from that uniformity answered a
at end, why should not this purpose also
accomplished ?

The answer to prayer is sometimesspoken
of as aspecivs of miracle, and as a kind of
miracle more perplexing to the understand-
ing than those wrought for the great con-
spicuous purpose of authenticating religious
teaching. On this subject the Duke of
Argyll takes a very bold position, and one
which canno! but be gratitying to orthodox
divines. We have no wish, if it were in
our power, to disiodge him from such a posi-
tion; we content ourselves with admiring
the boldness with which it is taken up.

“ We find.” he says, “ many men now facing
the con-equ :nces to which they have given their
intellectual assent, and taking their stand upon
the ground that prayer to God has no other
value or cffect than so far as it may be a good
way of preaching to oarselves. It is a useful
and helpful exercise for our own spirits, but it
is nothing more. But how can they pray who
have come to this? Can it ever be useful or
helpful to believe a lie? If there is
a1y helpfulness in prayer even to the mind itself,
that helpfulness can only be preserved by show-
ing that the helief on which this virtue depends
iz a rational belief. The very essence of that
belief is this, that the Divine mind is accessible
to supplication, and that the Divine will i3
capable of being moved thereby.”

Nor will he hear of a distinction which
some have made between physical and men-
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! tal

. Fbenomena—limiting the interposition
o

3od to the minds of men. QOar prayer
for health or wealth may not be answered,

 but our prayers for spiritual health, or moral
renovation, may be granted.

““ Will this reasoning,” he says, * bear analy-

:sis? Can the distinction it assumes be main-
"tained? Whatever difficultics there may be
in reconciling the ideas of law and volition,
are difficulties which ?plv equally to the wérlds
of matter and of mind. The mind is as much
subject to law as the body is. The reign of
law is over all; and if its dominion be really
incompatible with the agency of volition, hu-
man or divine, then the mind is as accessible to
- that agency as material things.”

Creation. — The mode of operation by
which our author reconciles to bimself the
iracle, he carries into his conception of
creation. He imagines, in the first place,
certain immutable forces, establi of
course, by the Creator, and then sees an in-
cessant play of that mental operation we
call contrivance, in adjusting or combini
those forces for given purposes. The an:
ogy between human contrivance and the
process which seems to have been that of
creation, lies at the basis of most”of our
works on natural theology. What is pecu-
liar in the present work 13 the boldness and

. distinctness with which the analogy is
| brought out. Chapter 1II. is headed thus,
i Contrivance a necessity arising out of the
- Reign of Law, and it opens in the following
manoer : —

“ The necessity of contrivance for the accom-
plishment of purpose, arises out of the immau-
tability of natural forces. They must be con-
formed to and obeyed. Therefors when they do
not serve our purpose directly, they can onl,
be made to serve it by ingenuity and contri-
vance. This necessity, then, may be said to be
the index and the measure of the power of law.
And so, on the other hand, the certainty with
which purpose can be accomplished by contriv-
ance, is the index and measure of mental knowl-
edge and resource. It is by wisdom and
knowledge that the forces of nature —even
those which may seem m-st adverse — are yoked
to service. This idea of the relation in which
law stands to will, and in which will stands to
law, is familiar to us in the works of man: bat
it is less familiar to us as equally holding good
in the works of nature. We feel sometimes as
if it were an unworthy notion of the will which
works in nature, to suppose that it should never
act except through the use of means. But our
notions of unworthiness are themselves often the
unworthiest of all. It seems as if all
that is done in nature as well as all that is done
ia art were done by knowing how to doit.”
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Now we are well aware that something
which may be called anthropomorphic must
adhere to every conception of an intelligent
Creator, for we have no conception of in-
telligence but such as we can draw from
the human mind. Bt this intellizence, or,
in other words, the idea of the universe 2s a
whole, which is faintly shadowed in the hu-
man mind, i8 all that we need borrow from
man. The passage from this idea into what
we call reality, or the act of creation, can
have no counterpart in human experience.
We are somewhat averse to the analogy of
human contrivance and of human will, as if
in the first we had detected the process of
the Divine mind, and in the second, the
nature of the Divine power. We readily
acknowledge that it is all but impossible to
escape from such analogies when we en-
deavour to form to ourselves the conception
of a personal God. But in a philosophical
statement of the argument we would rather
avoid them than labour, as the Duke of
Argyll does, still more sharply to define
them.

Our author’s statement draws a line of
separation between the laws or forces of
nature and that application of them b
which a world is supposed to be organized.
Now, what are called the forces of matter
cannot be developed at all without some

anization of matter. This organisation
and the development of forces proceed to-
gether. The solitary atom has no forces.
Gravity, impulse, cohesion, elasticity (what-
ever accounts we give of them), all require
some organisation, or juxtaposition of matter,
for their existence ; and certain forces, and
thoee called vital, develop themselves proba-
bly only in more complex organisations.

Again, these forces as seen operating in
nature are constantly bringing about
[ in that organisation on which their
further development depends. Thus we
maust, in our speculative career, commence
with some organisation ; and not only so,
but we find the forces so developed are them-
selves modifying that organisation, and thus
occasioning still other displays of force.
How then are we to deal with special acts
of contrivance analogous to those of the hu-
man being? Is not such contrivance as
we can attribute to the Deity thrown back
into the very idea of the creation itself?
The Duke of Argyll's statement would
oblige us to conceive of two epochs in crea-
tion, one in which a certain organisation of
matter and certain forces are established,
and a second epoch in which every possible
ingenuity is put forth to deal with these
forces, as means to further purposes. But
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how draw a line between these two epochs,
when it is manifest that the orcanisation
and forces of the first are not of a nature
to rest stationary, but are bringing about
the second — have in them, so to speak, the
germs of future development ? There is in
nature, as our author takes frequent occasion
to observe, a persistence of certain forces
or activities, with ever-varying combinations
of them. They act with, or in opposition
to, each other, 1n every conceivable manner
and degree. This immutability combined
with constant mutability, is inherent in the
scheme. *

““ No one law,” says our author, very justly,
— ‘“that is to say, no one Force, determines
anything that we ses happening or done around
us. Itis always the result of different and op-
posing Forces nicely balanced against each
other. The least disturbance of the proportion
in which any of them is allowed to tell, pro-
duces a total change in the effect. The more
we know of nature, the more intricate do such
combinations appear to be. They can be traced
very near to the fountains of Life itself, even
close up to the confiues of the l1st secret of all —
how the Will acts upon its organs in the
Body.”

All these wondrous variations and adjust-
ments we, with the Duke of Argyll, ascribe
to a creative Intelligence. We sumply differ
from him in this, that we should not scek to
draw a precise analogy between the opera-
tions of that Intelligence and the operations
of a human being in the contrivance of a
machine. We see how everywhere and in
all things the past pteEares the present, the
present the future; how a unity of plan
unrolls itself in time ; if this must be called
Contricance, we are content — we do not
quarrel about a word ; but a Contrivance
where means and end are both projected
into being, is something very different from
the contrivance of man, who, by means of
certain muscular contractions, which to this
day he docs not understand, moves one
thing to another thing and waits the result.

Let us add, by way of parenthesis, that
we have no intention, by anything we have
said here, to represent the Creative Power
as limited to one first act —one first ar-
rangement, 87 to speak, of matter and
force, from which, by reason of the activities
with which it is endowed, all that follows i3
evolved. For while we are able to observe
a change of condition, a novelty of form or
relations, brought about by such activities,
we are also compelled to imagine new acts
of creatiou — using the term creation in i's
most specific sense. Therg must have been
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a time, for instance, when sight, when vision
came into the world — when an optic nerve,
which, as a mere portion of matter, contains
nothing but the ordinary chemical elements,
was to be endowed with a quite new property.
This new property, this marvellous suscep-
tibility, this sensation of light and colour,
comes before us as a pure creation — what
the Duke of Argyll would call a creation
without means.

If we insist upon a strict analogy between
the operations of the human and the Divine
will, we are in danger of resting our argu-
meht on the opinion which we hold on the
nature of the human will. We have seen
that the Duke of Argyll, in some brief ex-
tracts we have made, claims for it a certain
supernatural character. Operating on na-
ture, it is still not itself a part of that linked
series of events which we call nature. And
this view of the buman will is necessary in
order to make it a type of the creative will.
But this position is encumbered with many
difficulties. The greater number of men,
we suepect, hardly know whether they hold
this position or not; and a large section
of philosophical thinkers have, in all ages,
pronounced it untenable. The Duke of
Argyll himself holds to the position, as it
seems to us, very insecurely, if he really
bolds it at all.

Whatever may be thought of human will,
it isindisputable that man’s action ;pon the
world depends upon his knowledge of nature,
and this knowledge appears to ]grow up ac-
cording to established laws. In its initia-
tion it is some operation of external objects
on an internal susceptibility, and it grows
with experience and memo:-ly, or what
psychologists have always called the laws of
association. Neither can the desires of man
be supposed to share this supernatural char-
acter which is given to the will, unless we
are prepared to assert that the hunger of a
man, or of any animal whatever, is some-
thing supernatural. Thus knowledge and
desire, the motives of the will, are presumed
to be under the reign of law, or within what
we may call the scientific cycle of events.
On the other side of the will, so to speak, we
have in the muscles a mechanism which it
clearly belonus to physics to explain, how-
ever imperfect that explanation may still
be.* There is therefore left for us nothing

* The author quotes from Dr. Radcliffe’s Lectures
a theory of muscular action which may interest some
of our readers, if they have not met with it before:
<t Recent investigations in physiology seem to favour
the hypothesis that our muacles are the eat of two
oppesing Forces, each so adjusted as to counteract
the ether, and that this antagomism {s itself so ar-
ranged 23 to enuble us, by acting on one of these
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but the one momentary state or mental
energy between the motive and the act of
the muscle — a state called technically voli-
tion (astate which many think unn
introduced, because they trace the series di-
rectly from desire to action) — there is
only this point, this instant of mental activi-
ty, to abstract from, and to set over, the
current of events.

*Let us see how the Duke of Argyll hes
dealt with his problem. We have looked
through his volume for a passage which
should contain the most explicit statement
of what he holds upon the freedom of the
will, and we select the following :

“Js man’s voluntary agency a delusion, or is
it, on the contrary, ?3& whn:ywe feel it to be,
and is it only from misconception of its nature
that we puzzle over its relation to law? We
speak, and speak truly. of our wills being free ;
but free from what ?  Jt seems to be that

freedom is not an absolutebut a relative term. There

is no such thing existing as absolute freedom —
that is to say, there is nothing exis in
the world, or possible even in thought, which is
absolutely alone, entirely free from inseparable
relationship to some other thing or things.
Freedom, therefore, is only intelligible as mean-
ing the being free from some particular kind of
restraint or of inducement to which other be-
ings are subjrct. From what, then, is it that
our wills are free ? Are they free from the in-
fluence of motives? Certainly not. And what
are motives? A motive is that which moves or
tends to move, the mind in a particular direc-
tion. . . .

‘““ But here we come upon the great difficulty
which besets every attempt to reduce to system
the laws or forces which operate on the mind
of man. It is the immense, the almost bound-
less, variety and number of them. This nrmz
corresponds with the varicty of powers wi
which his mind is gifted. Kor pre-established
relations are necessary to the effect of evg
force, whether in the material or the mo
world. Special forces operate upon special forme
of matter, and except npon these they exert no
action whatever. e polar force of magnetism
acts on different metals in different degrees, and
there is a large class of substances which are
almost insensible to its power. In like manner
there are a thousand things that exercise an at-
tractive power on the mind of a civilised man,

forces, to regulate the action of the other. Ome
force — an elastic or contractile force —is @

to be inherent in the muscular fibre ; another foree —
that of animal electrlclt{ in etatical condition —
holds the contractile force In check ; and the relaxed,
or rather the restful condition of the musole w!
not in use, fa due to the balance so maintained.
When, through the motor nerves, the will orders
the muscles into action, that order is enforced by a
discharge of the electrical force, and upon this
dizcharge the contractile force is aet free to aet,
and does accordingly produce the contraction which
is desired.”
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which would exercise no power whatever on the
mind of a savage. And in this lies the only
ditference between the subjection to law under
which the lower animals are placed and the sub-
jection to law which is equally the condition of
mankind. Free will, in the only sense in which
this expression is. intelligible, has been errone-
ously represented as the peculiar prerogative of
man. Butthe will of the lower ansmals 1s as

as ours. A man is not more free to go to the
right hand or to the left than the eagle, or the
wren, or the mole, or the bat. The only differ-
ence is that the will of the lower animals is act-
ed upon by fewer and simpler motives. Hence
it is that the conduct and choice of animals —
that is, the decision of their will under given
cunditions — can be predicted with almost per-
foct certainty.” — P. 328.

Then follows an eloquent description
of the loftier as well as more numerous mo-
tives to which man is subject, or rather we
should say, of which be is capable. But
what we have quoted stands complete in it-
self. It is only, it seems, from the greater
subtlety and variety of his motives that the
conduct of man is less easily predicted than
the conduct of .the mole or the molluse.
We need not enter into a close examination
of this passage. The few italics we have
inserted will be sufficient to guide the atten-
tion of one practised in these controversies.
To speak of freedom as matter of degree is
at once to desert the lofty position of the
uncaused will. The reader will perceive at
a glance that the account here given of the
JSreedom of the will is very much like that
which be has often x'eadl;‘mltlierk the ltitle of

tlosophical necessity. the knowledge or
shuim of man are not out of the r:?ggn of
law, and if they are paramount over the
will, what is left for us, in man, to place be-
:{rz or above nature ? Wl;)at becomes (:{'

supernatural power which was approve
of in Dr. Bushnpgll? or that lr:?aneily
which Professor Tyndall was rebuked for
overlooking ?

We havé no desire at present to enter
into a more elaborate discussion of this in-
terminable question, still less have we any
wish to criticise our author with the least
severity because he manifests some indecis-
ion on a question whereon many of our best
thinkers uave honestly confessed themselves
at faolt. Some men have bgen held in

uipoise between what seemed two o
:‘i!e truths till they brought themselvesp:c;
the desperate conclusion that it was the duty
of the philosopher to believe them both!
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our author on this difficult theme, it is
merely to point out the danger of resting
our great theological argument on one view
of the human will — namely, that which
supposes it to be an agency out of the orcer
which the rest of creation observes.

“ There is no art but nature makes that
art.” On this we are all agreed. Then
some one adds, *“ And the artist too.”
Here disputes arise. Well, let us even
grant that-the human artist himself is but a
part of the great mechanism of the universe ;
this artist has been made to think. He can
embrace the past, the present, the future,
in his thought, and he says to himself, This
whole of things of whichI am a part, must
have in it, or over it, a Power, a Being who
has a faculty like this with which I feel my-
self endowed, but of an indescribably higher
character. He sees that the remote 1n space,
and the remote in time, form one plan —
that is, one thought.

One of the earliest chapters in this essay
is occupied with a variety of definitions of
the term Law. We did not engage our-
selves in an examination of these Defini-
tions, for we felt persuaded that if we did
we should never get beyond that early
chapter, so intricate were the discussions in
which they involved us. But there is one
of these Definitions — the fourth — which we
cannot counclude without refering to, be-
cause it is calculated to lead to some confu-
sion of thought. This Fourth Definition
runs thus: B

““ And so we come upon another sense — the
Fourth sense —in which Law is habitually
used in science, and this perhaps the common-
est and most babitual of all. It is used to desig-
nate not merely an observed order of facts, not
merely the bare abstract idea of Force, not
merely individual Forces according to ascer-
tained measures of operation, but a number of
Forces in the condition of mutual adjustment —
that is to say, as combined with each other ar.d
fitted to each other for the attainment of special
ends. The whole science of mechanics, for ex-
ample, deals with Law in this sense, with nat-
ura]l) Forces as related to Purpose and subeer-
vient to the discharge of function. And this is
the highest sense of all — Law in this sense be-
ing more perfectly intelligible to us than in any
other, because, although we know nothing of
the real nature of Force, even of that Force
which is resident in ourselves, we do know fur
what ends we exert it, and the principle that
governs our devices for its use. That princi-
ple is Combination for the accomplishment of Pur-

There were, they concluded, certain cases pose

in which the only right or possible belief
was a belief in contradictory propositions !
If we notice the obscurity or vacillation of

Now, throughout his essay the Duke of
Argyll habitually speaks of tKe divine Mind
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or Power employing the Laws, balancing,
opposing, combining them, for given pur-
poses. Here the very purpose itself is in-
cluded in the significance of the term Law.
In this sense there could be no dealing with
laws'as means for a purpose — the law and
the purpose are one.

Of course the Duke of Argyll is not re-
sponsible for the varieties of meaning he
finds attached to any popular word. But is
the term Law “ habitually used in science ”
in the sense of this Fourth Definition ?

“ Combination for the accomplishment of

Purpose ” may be everywhere apparent in
the universe, and in that sense be the law
of the universe. But what is scientifically
understood by laws, and what the present
writer generally understands by them, are
those fixed relations or invariable sequences
which are found alike in every combination,
which are never departed from, whatever

be the purpose. We make abstraction from .

every individual purpose in order to form
the conception of them. It is the same law
of gravity whether a stone falls to the earth
or a planet is retained in its orbit. It is
the same law of affinity whether the carbon
and oxygen unite in the lungs for the pur-
poses of respiration, or in the candle before
us for the purpose of illumination. It is in
the sense of these wide generalisations that
the term Law is “ habitually used in sci-
ence.”

From our stand-point of philosophy — or
of theolory, if you will — we are very so-

licitous to keep in view that the laws of

science are just these generalisations and
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new species is, indeed, according to his theory,
as well as with the older theories of devel
ment, simply an unusual birth. The bond of
connection between allied specific and generic
Forms is, in his view, simply the bond of In-
heritance. But Mr. Darwin does not pretend
to have discovered any law or rule according to
which new Forms have been born from old
Forms. He does not hold that outward condi-
tions, however changed, are sufficient to ac-
count for them. His theory seems to
be far better than a mere theory —to be an es-
tablished scientific truth —in so far as it ac-
counts, in part at least, for the success, and es-
tablishment, and spread of new Forms when they
have arisen. But it does not even suggest the
law under which, or by which, or weordmﬁ ©
which, such new Forms are introduced. Nat-
ural Selection can do nothing except with the
materials presented to its hands. Strictly
speaking, therefore, Mr. Darwin’s theory is not
a theory on the Origin of Speties at all, but
only a theory on the causes which lead to the
relative success or failure of such new forms as
may be born into the world.”

‘The criticism is not quite correct. So far
as the doctrine, or fact, is concerned, of
Natural Selection, Mr. Darwin’s book af-
fords, it is true, no theory of the origin of
species. But we find this in his great and fa-
vourite speculation that the higher or later
species have been born from their predeces-
sors by some law of growth applicable to
life in general. Coupled with the law of
Inheritance, there is some law of Accession
and Modification. Their conjoint opera-
tion leads to that development of
| and yet diversified forms of life which the

nothing more. Law —on the theory of naturalist has to study. He finds species

creation, or with relation to a Creator —is
nothing more than repetition ; a certain uni-
formity in the acts of God; sustained uni-
formities, with ever new varieties of combi-
nation.

 In his treatment of the great theme of

creation, our author naturally comes in con-
tact with the Darwinian theory of Natural
Sc'ection. Of this he gives a fair and en-
lichtened estimate. As he justly observes,
they were the opponents of the theory who
vazuely extended its application, giving it
ar.«cope which the author of it never dreamt
of.

“It has not,” says the Duke of Argyll,

“ heen sufficiently ohserved that the theory of

Mr. Darwin does not even profess to trace the
origin of new Forms to any definite law. His
theory gives an explanation, not of the process-
es by which new Forms first appear, but only
of the processes by which, when they have ap-
peared, they acquirc a_preference over others,
and thus become established in the world.

A,

fixed by the law of inheritance; he also
finds them advancing one beyond the other,
as if, at certain stages, the law of inherit-
ance were supplemented by some law of
| Surther growth. Such law of pi ive de-
| velopment, it will be said, we know nothing
of. But in the same sense that this is true,
itis eqnall{ true that wa know nothing of
the law of Inheritance. That the seed of a
plant reproduces in® exactness lineaments
the parent plant which dropped it to the
lground, is not less a mystery because it is
incessantly repeated. {Vben we reflect up-
on it, this exactness of reproduction, to the
precise curve or indentation of every leaf,
to the most delicate pencilling of every
petal, stands just as much in need of ex-
planation as this other fact —if observation
warrant it to be a fact — that, from time to
time, that cell we call a seed receives some
modification in the parent plant, owing to
which it more than reproduces its progeni-
tor.
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As to the phrase Natural Selection, we
are not surprised that it has called forth
some objection. It seems to imply that the
am:lggle for cxistence really selects which
kind of animal is to continue and which is
to disappear. Whereas the struggle for
existence only carries into execution a Se-
lection that was made when the stronger,
or the more favourably endowed animal,
was called into existence. Settiug aside
the claims of theology for a moment, and
overlooking the inappropriateness of apply-
ing the term Selection to the operations of
nature, it is the progressive law of develop-
ment that has really decided which kind of
animal shall survive. For it cannot surely
be the method of nature to give out blindly,
as it were, from time to time, all possibfe
varieties, without any law of successive or
progressive development (a law in harmony
with the rest of creation), and leave it sim-
ply to the actual state of things to decide
which of her new formsshall hold its ground.
The expression Natural Selection becomes
gll more irreledvantl when we refer éhis law

gressive development to the Creative
lntglll?gence. which agone can really have
selected. But the expression as used by Mr.
Darwirr does not necessarily imply any
more than this, that the struggle for exist-
ence carries out a selection already made:

the r, or the more ingenious, or the
better pted animal, came prepared to
win

There is a race of Red Indians living up-
on game. On the same soil is introduced a
race of men.more prospective in their
thoughts, more observant and ingenious,
who cultivate the earth. These cut down
the forests anii : wheat.l ’If'he Red man
disap| . Is it the struggle for existence
that mlected which ogfg these two shall
the s0il ? The selection was made

when the more intelligent race was intro-
duced. Yet, in common parlance, and
without any disparagement to this the real
selection, we may still speak of the struggle
for subsistence between them deciding
which shall remain and which shall depart.
There are other interesting topics can-
vassed in the Duke of Argyll’s book; but
we will not break new ground. We have
adbered to the leading 1dea of the work,
and by so doing secured some kind of unity
to our own notice of it. We ought, per-
haps, to add that the essay appeared origi-
nnﬁ‘yv in that very spirited periodical ¢ Good
Words.” It is r{li ly creditable to that
magazine that it should give its readers a
composition of this sterling character. This
mode of publication may also probably in,
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part explain that want of complete consis-
tency, or of perfect decision, which we have
alluded to, and which slightlv, and only
slightly, detracts from the merits of the per-
formance. .

From the Spectator.
EDGAR QUINET’S REVOLUTION.*

THiIs is the noblest work yet published on
its great subject. It is not, nor pretends to
be, a history. It isbut a study upon a his-
tory, needing, to be fully appreciated, some
familiarity with the history itself. But be-
side it Carlyle’s French Revolution is but as
a magic lantern to a great thoughtful picture.
It would be vain to seck even in Carlyle’s
pages for anything more vivid than M. Qui-
net's sketch of a day’s work of the Conven-
tion (Book xv., ch. iii.), but it is only the
highest prose-poetry, without a particle of
stage effect. There is not a catch-word
throuch the whole two volumes. Whilst the
English force-worshipper can dismiss Sep-
tember massacres with a warning to * block-
heads ” not to “shrick,” and the fallen Gi-
rondins with the stigma of “ pedants,” M.
Quinet stops over those to show that they
were only possible through the servility of
mind engendered by previous despotism, and
over the others to point out that the Giron-
dins were “ a necessary o of the Repub-
lic.” failing which it must fail. And through-
out the whole work breathes the feeling
which Mr. Carlyle, in his restless hunt after
heroes, each succeeding one less worthy
than the last, becomes more and more inca-
pable of comprchending, that (to use M.
Quinet’s own words) ¢ Democracy has need
of justice.”

It is difficult to give a satisfactory idea to
the reader of a work so truly individual
that it stands really by itself. If we looked
to its intellectual character only, Montes-
quieu’s Grandeur et Décadence des Romains
would be the nearest parallel. But there
is asolemn height of purpose, a depth of per-
sonal feeling about M. Quinet, which render
such a parallel wholly superficial. On the
whole, — and great as are the contrasts be-
tween thestyle and manner of the Frenchmanf
and those of the Roman on the one hand, or
the modern Italian on the other,—it is
difficult not to feel that the former’s two
next of kin on cither side are rather Taci-
tus and Dante. There is in all three the

* La Rerolution. Par Edgar

(i;xlnet. Paris:
Librairie Internationale. 1865. .
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same iroud looking down of a great spirit
over the miseries and the degeneracy of his
people ; stung often to bitterness, seldom if
ever stooping to grief. The Frenchman
has the high poetical feeling of the Italian,
but not his fiery hates, his faith, or his love ;
]h;e has mlt;_ch of the(}{oman's stoicial endurat;tl:le,
e is self-wra equally, almost equ:
forlorn of ho pg)ehe hgs of yhisl own wle)qat th)e'
Roman would have disdained, what the Italian
could only cling to when raised into doc-
trines, theories, or to use his own term, des
idées. Put Tacitus into nineteenth-cen
France, give him, instead of his old heredi-
. tary feelings of Roman justice, des idées,
would he have written much otherwise than
this, which concludes the work ? —

“ But, you will say, your ideas have not had
force on their side. They have not triumphed.
.You are one of the vanquished. I demyit. I
remain alone, it is true, but I have had this
good luck, that losing all, I have seen all my
presentiments realized, all my warnings con-
firmed, all my principles consecrated and
crowned by my voluntary ruin. That is not
being vanquished.”

In using the word “ theories,” it is by no
means intended that M. Quinet is one of
those, far too frequent amongst his country-
men, who set theories in the place of facts,
or square facts to them. On the contrary,
he stands pre-eminent among writers on tne
French Revolution for candour and impar-
tiality, for reverence for historic truth.
What is meant is, that whilst he rises to the
truest fewpia or contemplation, he cannot,
by looking upwards, reach to a living faith.
Of no contemporary Frenchman, perhaps,
could it be more truly said,  Thou art not
far from the kingdom of God.” The key-
note to the whole work is the declaration
that the French Revolution failed because
it was not religious as well as political.

othing can be finer than his dissection of
Rousseau’s famous * Profession de Foi du
Vicaire Savoyard,” that root of modern
French religious falsehood, of which M. Re-
nan’s Jesuitical boudoir-atheism is but one of
the latest fruits. He bitterly laments the
nullity of the Protestant element in France
in the hour of political trial. He declares
that science cannot replace religion. He
uncloaks the spiritual tyranny of St. Simon-
ism and Comtism. He bursts out as follows
against the last new goddess : —

“ Well, they say to me, then worship Hu-
manity. A curious fetish, truly! I have seen
it too close. What! kneel before that which is
on its knees before any triumphant force ?

EDGAR QUINET’

8 REVOLUTIOR.

Crawl before that beast crawling on its m;
feet? That is not my faith. hat should I
do with such a god? Take me back to the
ibises and necklaced serpents of the Nile.”

And yet neither God nor Christ is in this
book.l so sternly tmg;f;}, 0 olfoﬁily ﬁ
8 true in its judgments

hr:gnyt. The Being and Fathelmd of
léod, the Incarnation of Christ, the Eternal
Sacrifice of redeeming love, the perpetual
inspiration of the Holy Spirit, are not, for
Edgar Quinet, the facts upon which stands
the Universe. For him “ there are three or
four religious ideas spread upon the earth
which give birth to the whole civil world. .
. . Rocked from birth to death in the cradle
which is called life, man will draw from the
Unknown marvels which shall never cease ;
there will always be questions which sci-
ence will not be able to answer. That mys-
tery will form the inexhaustible ground of
the religions of the future.” This and
fearless thinker, after proving in the clear
est manner the absolute need of a religion

for breathing a soul into the great crises of
a nation’s life, has nothing a all to point
to but the worship of the Unknown God.

The weakest faith could not indeed be
shaken by M. Quinet’s book, so genuine and
impartial are his sylxrathiea with all that is
earnest and true. Although he repeatedly
insists on the fault committed by the Revo-
lution in not actively suppressing the Ro-
man Catholic religion, it 1s doubtful wheth-
er even a Roman Catholic would not be
strengthened in his faith by M. Quinet’s
profoundly true remarks on the results of
the Vendéan war, in which the apparent
victors were really the vanquished, and not
only left their opponents in possession of
those religious rites for defence of which
they had taken up arms, but in a few years
came themselves to bow once more to the
Roman Catholic faith. But the most devout
Christian may learn from M. Quinet’s pg ;
indeed, it is scarcely too much to say that
in fature no man can expect, without read-
ing them, thoroughly to understand the pe-
riod of which he sgeaks. Yet only those
who are familiar with the twofold aspect of
the French mind at the present day, — fet-
tered at home, and too often shrivelling
within its fetters,— free only in exile, but
through exile too often embittered almost to
madness, — can apilreciate the manly cour-
age which bas enabled M. Quinet to write
a work so thoroughly independent of party
prejudices and traditions, so inexorably true
against friends as well as foes. No man be-
fore him has been able to unite such a pas-
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sionate admiration of the great deeds of the
Revolutionists, — of the Convention espe-
cially, — with such an unflinching condem-
nation of their crimes and evil tendencies,
with such a searching exhibition of the evil
resnlts to which these led. N¢ words can

te the service which he has ren-
deﬁ to his countrymen, in showing that
the work of the Terrorists was simply a re-
newal of that of the Ancien Régme itself,
the adoption of * its weapons, its means, its
method of government;” or in his dissec-
tion of the ¢“sea-green incorruptible.”
Poesibly there is even a trace of prejudice
in his judgments on Robespierre and St.
- Just, and he, perbaps, makes the most of a
detail impugning the sexual morality of the
latter, w v:g he borrows from the unpub-
lished memoirs of an old medical member of
the Convention, Baudot, bequeathed to M.
Quinet, and in his hands.

The work is indeed essentially the bitter
fruit of exile. It is impossible to mistake
the fact that the long arm of French despot~
ism is stretched over the head of the writer,
even though dwelling in a Swiss city. It
cannot fetter his thoughts, but it cramps his
pen. He speaks for his countrymen, but in
order to reach their ears he knows that he
dare not say all. So in reference to the

ot he is compelled to wrap his thoughts
1o gouneralities. The application of his
words can only thrill beneath them, as the
life-pulse of a veiled human form beneath
itsrobes. Who can mistake it, neverthelees,
in passages such as this ? —

“ To what kind of society are we advancing ?
There are various issues. But were one to hold
as null the protest of certain isolated spirits,
ope might represent to oneself as follows the
principal outlines of those social forms into
which we are eantering in Europe : — Unculti-
vated manners without public life, the rudeness
of the popular state without a pe0£le, democra-
cy vitrgnt a demos, silence without repose,
coarseness without freedom, Boeotia in Bysanti-
m.ll

It would be time lost to point out one or
two contradictions which occur in this noble
book. One slight blunder may be noticed,
the treating the ¢ Digest” and the * Pan-
dects ” — two names for the same work —-as
distinct. Perhaps also M. Quinet is a little
too chary of quoting authorities. He does
not, indeed, strictly confine himself, as a note
to the preface announces, to the quotation
of unpublished works (of which, moreover,
almost the only one quoted is the Meémoires
de Baudot). But all are not so well read
as himselt in the history of his subject, and
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those who are not would often like to know
the sources from which he has drawn. At
the same time, not the slightest slur is here-
by sought to be cast on M. Quinet’s accu-
racy, on which those who are acquainted
with his historical works know that they
have reason to rely.

From The London Review, June 1.
THE DECLINE OF "BRITISH SKILL.

WHEN in 1851 we set the example of
those international competitions for the
palm of excellence in works of art and in-
dustry, of which we have now an example
in Paris, the last thing we could have feared
was that the day would come when Eng-
land would be beaten in a department whic%x
she had deemed especially her own.
Other nations might display @sthetic quali-
ties superior to ours, but none could turn
out manufactures superior. On that

und England was facile princeps, and

ad no occasion to dread the appearance of
a rival, at least in the old world. The
position of feeling oneself far rgmoved
above the fear of rivalry may be pleasant,
but it is dangerous. We are apt to go to
sleep on our laurels, and to find them
stolen from us when we wake. That is
said to be our position now. For some
months we have been told that owing to
the numerous strikes large branches of in-
dustry have been leaving the country, and
that we have been importing manufactures
where we once exported them. It is quite
true that this turning of the tables has been
going on to some extent, and it was natural
that the trades’ unions should be blamed
for it — possibly not without some justifica-
tion; but they are responsible only in a
minor degree. Another cause has been at
work. France, Prussia, Austria, Belgium,
and Switzerland have been pressing on-
wards in the race with an energy we have
notshown. We have played the part of the
hare, and we are beaten by the tortoise.
After the last distribution of prizes at the
London Uuiversity, Earl Granville spoke of
the lessous which the war in Bohewna and-
the Paris Exhibition have taught us, and of
the obligation under which we lie to make
better use of our talent, unless we would let
other nations outstrip us in the lessons of
peace and war. He quoted the President
of the Civil Engineers in proof of the supe-
rior progress in machinery which has been
made by foreigners. He declared on good
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authority that greater improvements had
been made in the manufacture of irom in
France, Belgium, Germany, and Austria,
than in England; and he assumed upon
goueral report the fact that, except in the
manutfacture of furniture, glass, and china,
we have made little advance in most depart-
ments of industry. It is not pleasant to
hear this. But pleasant or not, we must face
it; and we must understand that its main
cause is the want in England of generally
diffused scientilic instruction, a fact to
which the Prince Consort was alive, and to
which we owe it that we cut so poor a fig-
ure in the Paris Exhibition in me very
depariments in which we once thought our-
selves without a rival.

Earl Granville has unhappily found his
statements confirmed by Dr. Lyon Playfair,
who some fortnight ago came from Paris,
where he had been acting as juror in one
of the classes of' the Extbition. There he
met many eminent men of different nation-
alities, wnose acquaintance he made when
he had the charge of the working of the ju-
riesn the Exhibitions of 1852 and 1862, and
who, like himself, were acting on the juries of
the present Exhibition. * I endeavoured,” he
writes, * to gather their opinions as to the
position which England occupied in this
great industrial cowpetition, &nu] I am
sorry to say that, with very few exceptions,
a singular accordance of opinion prevailed
that our country had shown little inven-
tiveness, and made but little progress in the
peacetul arts of inuustry since 1862, De-
ficient representation in some of the indus-
tries might have accounted for this judg-
ment against us ; but when we find that
out of ninety classes there are scarcely a
dozen in which pre-emineuce is unhesitat-
ingly awarded to us, this plea must be aban-
doned.”  Mechanical and civil engi-
neers, pointing to the wonderful advances
which other nations are making, lamented
the want of progress in their own industries.
Chemical and even textile manutacturers
uttered the same cowplaint.  And, says Dr.
Piaytair, **so tar as 1 could gather [their
views] by conversation, the one cause upon
which there was most unammity of convie-
tion 18 that France, Prussia, Austria, Bel-
gium, and Switzerland possess good systems
ot mdustrial education for the masters and
managers of factories and workshops, and
that Kngland possesses none.  This 18 not a
mere theoretical view. M. Dumas, the Sen-
ator and President ot the Municipal Coun-
cil, well known also as a savant, told Dr.
Playfair * that technical education had
given a great impulse to the industry of
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France.” In this very Exhibition when-
ever anything excellent in French mana-
facture struck his attention, M. Dumas
found upon inquiry that in the great majori-
ty of cases the manager of the establish-
ment produging it, had been a pupil of the
Ecole Centrale des Arts et Manufactures.
While we repeat all this, it is but right to
remind our readers that it is what Dr.
Playfair, in his book on * Industrial Educa-
tion on the Continent,” published in 1858,
promised as an inevitable result of the at-
tention given toit abroad, and its neglect in
England. He then eaid that other nations
maust advance in industry at a much

rate than England. Unconsciously the in-
clination of a prophet to find his prophecy
fulfilled may somewhat influence his own
opinion upon the rank our industries take
in the Paris Exhibition. But Dr. Playfair
cannot have misrepresented the opinions of
others, and what he says is confirmed from
so many independent quarters that we fear
it is only too true.

On the other hand, British inventiveness
does not lack champions, who declare that
Dr. Playtair and Lord Granville’s inform-
ants do their countrymen injustice. Who
invented puddling? they ask. Who in-
vented grooved rolls? Who first succeeded
in substituting coal for charcoal? Who
suggested the not blast? Who introduced
the process of casting steel? Have you for
gotten Mr. emer, whose invention
dates trom 1856, and is only now acquiring
its full development ? ve not mills
been constructed in England which turn
out sound armour-plates of such enormous
dimensions as even in 1860 would have
been considered iwmpossible 7 Then it is
argued that our great practical metallur
gists have becowe wise by experience, and
will not send specimens of their industry to
the Great Exhibition because it does not
“pay.” If we are inferior to our neigh-
bours in the Paris Exhibition, this is the
cause. “In 1862,” writes Mr. David 8.
Price, * Mr. Bessemer made a magnificent
exhibition of what his process could effect.
At Paris in 1867 he 13 content to let other
men and maoy nations show how and with
what success they have adopted his pro-
cess.” This fact is of great importance,
and, as far as it goes, 1t shows that the
Pars Exhibition turnishes an inadequa e
test of international excellence. The same
remark applies, if Mr. Price’s statement is
correct, to aniline dyes. But the possible
pre-eminence of British manulactures which
have not been exhibited does not cancel
the ascertained inferiority of those which
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have. Dr. Playfair is alive to the fact
that in some respects British industry is de-
fectively represented. But out of ninety
classes where it is represented, our superi-
ority is admitted scarcely in a dozen. Nay,
even with regard to the manufacture of
iron, a correspondent of the Times, who
writes under the signature “Y.” admits
that “ in particular and subordinate depart-
ments . . . . we are, doubtless, excelled, and
that, too, where dexterity of manipulation
i y concerned, as in the rolling of
girders. But,” he continues, “let the de-
mand for such girders be increased, and
we shall produce them, you may be assured.”
Is it not, however, improbable that the de-
mand for these articles will be increased so
long as our manufacturers allow foreign
workshops to produce a better description
of them ? Everything must have a begin-
ning. If foreigners beat us already in
subordinate departments of the manufac-
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house of Thackeray. A low, long brick
house, covered with ivy to the chimney
top ; a sunny bit of lawn in front, trees and
flowers all about, and, though no longer
haunted by the genial presence of its former
master, this ungretendmg place is to many
eyes more attractive than any palace in the
land. I looked long and lovingly at it, feel-
ing a strong desire to enter its hospitably
oEen door, recalling with ever fresh delight
the evening spent in listening to the lecture
on Swift, long ago in America, and experi-
encing again the heavy sense of loss which
came to me with the tidings that the novel-
ist whom I most loved and admired would
never write again. Leaving my tribute of
affection and respect in a look, a smile, and
a sigh, I gathered a leaf of ivy as a relic,
and went on my way. Coming at last to a
quiet street, where all the houses were gay
with window boxes full of lowers, we reach-
ed Miss Ingelow's. In the drawing-room

ture of iron, it may come to pass that they | we found the mother of the poetess, a truly
will beat us alsoin the higher departments.' beautiful old lady, in widow’s cap and
There can be no doubt that we should, at ' gown, with the sweetest, serenest face I ever
leAst, be on our guard against such a result. ! saw. Two daughters sat with her, both
It becomes us therefore to make immediate | older than I had fancied them to be, but

inquiry into this subject, and to take steps
to supply a deficiency which not only
threatens our honour, but, what in such
matters is of more importance, our purse.
We have regarded England as the world’s
workehop.  There-lay the power which
gave her pre-cminence in so many other
respects. But what if the progress of
other nations in manutactures beats us out
of the market ? This is a matter for most
serious consideration and for prompt action.
Many of the boasted qualities of our peo-
ple are as much the result of prosperity as |
of breed; aund if the Paris Exhibition gives

that we are likely to be outstripped |
in the race of industry, the sooner we set’
about getting to the front again the bet-
ter.

both very attractive women. Eliza looked
as if she wrote the poetry, Jean the prose —
the former wore curls, had a delicate face,
fine vycs, and that indescribable sowething
which suggests genius; the latter was plain,
rather stout, hair tuuched with gray, shy,
yet cordial manners, and a clear, straigut-
forward glance, which I liked so much that
1 furgave hex on the spot for writing these
dull stories. Gerald Massey was with them,
a dapper little man, with a large, tall head,
and very un-English manner. Being op-
pressed with “the mountainous me,” he
rather bored the company with * my poems,
my plans, and my publiskers,” till Miss
Eliza politely devoted herself to him, leav-
ing my friend to chat with the lovely old
lady, and myself with Jean. Both being

bashtul, and both labouring under the delu-
sion that it was proper to allude to each
other’s works, we tiied to exchange a few
compliments, blushed, hesitated, laughed,
% WILL you come and call on Jean Inge-'and wizely took refuge in a sater subject.
low ? ” said my hostess, one fine day. Of Jean bad been abruad, so we pleasantly
course I would. So away we went along a compared notes, and I enjoyed the sound o
thady lane, with the ol oaks of Holland a peculiarly musical voice, in which I secm-
Park on the one side and the ivy-crowned ' ed to hear the breczy rhythm of some of her
walls of Aubury House on the other; for, ' charming sonyzs. Tae ice which surrounds
though a part of London, Notting Hill is every Enghshman and woman was begin-
rich in gardens, lawns, and parks, such as ning to melt, when Massey disturbed me to
one sees only in England. Our way led ask what was thought of his books in Amer-
us by K-nsington Palace, the residences of ica. As I really had not the remotest idea,
Addison, the Duke of Argyle, Macaulay, Isaid so; whereat he looked blank, and fell
and, be ter than all the rest to me, the upou Lougfellow, who scems to be the only
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one of our poets whom the English know or
care about. The conversation became gen-
eral, and soon after it was necessary to
leave, lest the safety of the nation should be
endangered by overstepping the fixed limits
of a morning call. Later, I learned that
Miss Ingelow was extremely conservative,
and was very indignant when a petition for
woman’s right to vote was offered for her
signature. A rampant Radical told me this,
and shook her handsome head gathetically
over Jean’s narrowness ; but when I heard
that once a week several poor souls dined
comfortably in the pleasant home of the
poetess, 1 t? rgave her conscrvatism, and re-

tted that an unconquerable aversion to
nner parties made me decline her invita-
tion. — M. L. Alcott in the “ Queen.”

THE REVOCATION OF THE EDICT OF
NANTES,

1.
A. D. 1685.

« YEgs, let them s ; let war’s dread blood-‘
hounds rush,

Slipt from their leash, with bayings fierce
and wild ;

Let the sword smite the mother and the

child,
And streams of blood from slaughtered myr-
iads gush.
The time is come the hated seed to crush,
Which buds and burgeons into treason’s
bloom,
When hateful forms that flourish in the
gloom
Must shrink at sight of Judgment’s fiery
flush.
So shall.youth’s sins be purged and washed
away,
The lust, the pomp, the revel, and the
joy;
These few, quick strokes my fingers trace to-
ds,
The to?ngues of priests and poets shall em-
loy,
And fa}'-o ages of my praise shall sing
As onoe who lived and died, a Christian
King.”
.
A.D. 1793.

AH, fool and blind ! Behold, b hind the veil,
The issues of that moment big with wrong ;

OF NANTES.

Nor blameless life, nor beauty’s charms avail :
Weighgi i:lz the balance, all are wanting
und ;
The gorgeous fabric totters to the ground,
And all'its glory is a thrice-told tnle.gl'o
Lo ! here the end of all thy vaunting pride!

The good seed crushed, the tares have grown

apace ; .
The gates of Hell and Death are opened wide ;
Wrath is gone forth, and past the hour of

ace :
Time’s ﬂgy baptism ends what this begins,
And France still bears the weight of that day’s

sins.
E. H P
— Sunday Magazine.

SONNET — SPRING.

Now slowly rounding on its axleold
The brown world turns its face unto the

Spring,
A balmy freshness fills the dewy mold
Of furrowed fields ; white clouds with fold-
ed wing
Rest on the sea. Along the quiet beach
Through branches dropped with buds of fresh-

est green
The streamlet trickles down the rocky reach
On whose blue calm the floating gull is seen ;
Inland the rook calls clamorous for ruin ;
The peasant, plough in hand, plods whistling

on
Behind his lpnﬁlng horses, till the sun,
Casting blue mountain shadows, nears the
main,
Then from the dusky twilight upland soon
The nightingale salutes the cloudy moon.

Gulliver’s Travels. By Jonathan Swift. A
new edition. Carefully edited by a Clergyman.
— Pope’s Poetical Works. With Life and
Notes by the Rev. J. Lupton. (Tegg.)—
These two volumes are decidedly handy, and
suit the eye as well as the pocket. The notes
to the edition of Pope are concise, but to the
point. Gulliver is purged of “ those gross in-
delicacies which in many places disfigure ¢ his
travels,” and the work is presented in sauch a
state that it may with confidence be submitted
even to the perusal of children.” This of
course is the meaning of * carefully edited by a
Clergyman,” though if the clerical status of
the editor be a guarantee, the Decanal dignity

Hear dread Erinnys chant her dolorous song,

And children’s children woes unnumbered wail.

of the author ought to have rendered such care
superfluous. — Spectator,



LITTELL'S LIVING AGE

No, 1206, Fourth Series, No. 67. 13 July, 1867.

CONTENTS. PAGE
1. Confessions of 8t. Augustine. . . . . Contemporary Review, 67
2. Brownlows. Part6 . . . . . . Blackwood’s Maqgazine, 83
3. Homer and the Classics . . . . . . Dr. Bigelow’s “ Modern Inquiries,”” 98
4. Facetis. . . . . . . . . North British Review, 100
5. “ A Charm of Birds ” . . . . . . Fraser's Magazine, 110
6. False Faces . . . . . . . . London Review, 116
7. Hats and Bonnets . . . . . . . Spectator, 118
8. Political Effects of Scientific Progress . . . Economist, 119
9. The Sultan’s Visit to England . . . . Saturday Review, 121 |
10. America . . . . . . . . . . “ 123
11. The Exploits of Explorers . . . . . London Review, © 126

PoeTry: Culinary Couplets, 66. Undergraduate Orioles, 66. Drifting, 125.

SmorT ArrecrLes : History of Rationalism, 82. Coal and Pyramids, 82. Faith’s Work per-
fected, 125. Swedenborg’s Religious Madness, 128.

NEW BOOKS.

GENERAL JoBN Stirivax. A Vindication of his Character as a Soldier and a Patriot.
By Thomas C. Amory, Esq., of Boston. [This is another answer to Mr. Bancroft's 9th vol-
ume, the refutation of which iz taken in hand by the grandsons. It appears in connection with
“The Historical Magazine,”” No. 12, Vol. 10.]

Tus ApvERTISER’S HAND Book ; Containing a Complete List of the Religious, Agri-
cultural, and Literary Publications in the United States and British Provinces. Also a com-
%leu list of New England newspapers. |This is a very pretty little volume, published by T. C.

vans, Boston, and will be sent, postage , by him, 1n return for 20 cents.]

Preparing for Publication at this Office —
OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Norton.
BROWNLOWS. By Mrs. Oliphant.
THE BRAMLEIGHS, OF BISHOP'S FOLLY. By Charles Lever.
TENANTS OF MALORY. ByJ.S. Le Fanu.

PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY BY
LITTELL & GAY, BOSTON.

TERMS8 OF SUBSCRIPTION.

For EIGHT DOLLARS, remitted directlyto the Publishers, the Living Age will be punctually forwarded
for a year, {ree of postage. But we do not prepay postage on less than a year; nor where we have to pay
& commission for forwarding the money,

Price of the First 8eries,in Cloth, 36 volumes, 90 dollars,
Second “" ‘“" “" 60 “”
Thifd " " 32 “" w L

The Complete work 88 ¢ 220 ¢

wme I'l:oxmd, 3dollars; Unbound,2dollars, The sets,or volames, willbesent at the expense

ers.



CULINARY

CULINARY COUPLETS.

66

BY A RHYMING BPIOCURE.

ArLwaYs have lobster-sauce with salmon,
And put mint-sauce your roasted lamb on.

Veal cutlets dip in egg and bread-crumb —
Fry till you see a brownish red come.

Grate Gruyere cheese on maccaroni ;
Make the top crisp, but not too bony.

- In venison gravy, currant-jelly

Mix with old Port — see Francatelli.

In dressing salad, mind this | w—
With two hard yolks use one that’s raw.

Roast veal with rich stock gravy serve ;
And pickled-mushrooms, too, observe.

Roast pork sans apple-sauce, past doubt,
Is ¢ Hamlet ” with the Prince left out.

Your mutton-chops with paper cover,
And make them amber brown all over.

Broil lightly your beefsteak — to fry it
Argues contempt of Christian diet.

Kidneys a finer flavor gain
By stewing them in good champagne.

Buy stall-fed pigeons. When you’ve got them,
The way to cook them is to pot them.

Wood-grouse are dry when gumps have marred
‘em —
Before you roast ‘em, always lard ’em.

chickens is to spoil em —

To roast sprin,
ﬁowu the back and broil ’em.

Just split ‘em

It gives true epicures the vapors
To see boiled mutton, minus capers.

Boiled turkey, gourmands know, of course,
Is exquisite, with celery-sauce.

The cook descrves a hearty cuffing,
Who serves roast fowls with tasteless stuffing.

Smelts require egg and biscuit powder.
Don’t put fat pork in your clam chowder.

Egg-sauce — few makeo it right, alas | —
1s good with blue-fish or with bass.

COUPLETS. -

Nice oyster-sauce gives zest to cod —
A fish, when fresh, to feast a god.

Shad, stuffed and baked. is most delicious —
"Twould have electritied Apicius.

Roasted in paste, a haunch of mutton,
Might make ascetics play the gluston

But one might rhyme for weeks this way,
And still have lots of things to say.

And so I'll close — for, reader mine,
This is about the hour I dine.
May 25, 5, p.M. HamoLb.

UNDERGRADUATE ORIOLES.

Foun little mouths agape forever,

Four little throats which are never full,
Four little nestlings who dissever

One big worm by a mighty pall.

Up on a limb — the lazy follow | —

- Perches the father, bold and gay,

Proud of his coat of black and yellow,
Always singing throaghout the day.

Close at their side the watchful mother,
Quietl{ sover in dress and song,

Chooses her place and asks no other,
Flying and gleaning all day long.

Four little mouths in time grow smaller,*
Four little throats in time are filled ;

Four little nestlings quite appal her,
Spreading their wings for the sun to gild.

Lazy no longer sits the father ;
is is the care of the singing-school ;
He must teach them to fly and gather
Splendid worms by the nearest pool. .

Singing away on the shaken branches,
Under the light of the happy san ;

Dropping through blossoms ri{e avalanches —
Father oriole’s work is done.

Four little beaks their mouths embolden,
Four little throats are round and strong ;

Four little nestlings, fledged and golden,
Graduate in the world of song.

— Public Opinion.



CONFESSIONS OF SAINT AUGUSTINE.

From the Contemporary Review.
THE CONFESSIONS OF SAINT AUGUSTINE.

THERE are few books in the world which
present attractiogs to so many different
classes of readers as the Confessions of Au-
gustine. In this more fully than in an
other among his voluminous productions 18
reflected “ that mixture of passion and gen-
tleness, of authority and sympathy, of large-
ness of mind and logica{ rigour,” * which
‘has given him such rare influence in the
Christian Church. The man of letters finds
in it the very first specimen of thoee revela-
tions of an inner life, utterly unknown to
classical antiquity, which have an especial
charm for the modern spirit. He recognises
in it a style, unquestionably clouded by the
false and affected rhetoric of a declining
civilization, yet rising at times into flights
which human oratory has never surpassed,
whose contorted antitheses are more than
atoned for by touches of irresistible tender-
ness, and by those occasional utterances
which become lodged in the memory of the
human race, those one or two words engrav-
en bz the hand of genius upon the rock,
which are better than a thousand written
upon the sand. The psychologist who turns
over the pages feels, Ferhaps, at first, some
impatient contempt of the sighs and prayers
which interrupt a scientific discussion. But
he is startled by some subtle piece of men-
tal analysis, by speculations on Creation,

Tin.ne, ternity, Memory, which seem to
anticipate not only Reid and Jouffroy, but
even Kant and Descartes. The preacher

who understands his art may find in the
Confessions, not, indeed, ready-made weap-
ons for the nineteenth century, but materi-
als which may be forged into weapons that
will reach the soul of every man in every
.ﬁe t The greatest sacred orators have
seldom appeared more original than when
they were borrowing judiciously from the
Confessions The theologian of our own
Church will discover in the book occasional-
ly expressions —and occasionally some-
lii.ng more than expressions — some of the
un ed rhetoric which was frozen into
logic by succeeding generations, some of the
tares that already began to grow rankly in

* M. Guizot, In his admirable rationale of the Pe-
mConuovmy. — Histoire de la Civilisation, 1.

- 11 may inatance the use made by Massillon in his
sermon, Nélat de la Conversion, of the passage : —
Retinebant nuge nugarum . . ... et subcutiebant
vestem meam carneam, et submurmurabant : di-
mittisne nos ? et & momento isto non eriinus tecum
sitra fn seternum ? eta momento isto non tibi licebit
bo¢ et fliud ultra in eternum ? — Confess., vili. 11.

67

the field of the Church — which may be
triumphantly quoted by the Roman Catho-
lic controversialist. Yet he will discover
also abundant indications of a theological
system, to which, as a whole, he may apply
that which Gibbon has shrewdly observed
of one portion of it — namely, that ¢it has

Y been received with public applause and se-

cret reluctance by the Latin Church.” ®
Still more may he trace the consistent lines
of a method, of which it is no exaggeration
to say that with its lofty reverence for hu-
man reason and its deferential appeals to
Holy Scriptare, it is anti-Roman in its very
substance.+ Nor among the readers of
this delightful volume are we to forget those
whose approbation its author most valued,
the men who give it a place among the
books which they read before or after they
have knelt in their Saviour's presence, who
feel in it, across the gulf of years, the very
heart-pulse of its saintly author’s religious
affections, who bless him for wise warnings
and undying hopes.}: We may, I think, go
even further than this. It is true of Augus-
tine's Confessions more than of aost unin-
spired books, ea est que crescit cum paroulis; it
grows with our growth. Each age of bu-
man life finds in it a peculiar line of attrac-
tion. In youth it charms us by its delinea-
tion of passion, by those living sentences
which vibrate as we touch them, and of
which, as Montaigne has said, we feel that
if they were cut they would bleed.” But its
peychology seems hopelessly obscure, its
metaphysics hopelessly mystic, the whole
mass of the composition destitute of those
notches and marks for analytic measurement
which are exacted by a student trained in
our modern schools.  Yet after we have not
only studied other men’s thought, but
thought ourselves; after we have felt, and
suffered, and doubted, there are rays which
open up an avenue of light into the very
heart of that which once appeared to us
but a silver mist, and the intellect perceives
substance where it suspected nothing but
confusion. We may even say that these

* E.g. the invention of the bodies of Protasius and
Gervasius, x. 7, and the request for prayer for Patri-
cius and Monica, ix, 13.

t Chapter xxxiii.

{ Cardinal Perrone may have had the system and
method of Augustine in view, rather than particu-
lar *‘ texts,” when he said, «Otez A ceux de 1a reli-
glon cet Autheur, ils sont défaits, et n’ont plus rien.”
— Perroniana, p. 100. An amusing passage follows,
from which it appears that it was the habit of French
preachers to speak of Monseigneur Saint Paul as in
the first chapter, ** De la Prognossication ’antagru-
elive.” The other saints of the Roman calendar
they treated only to Monsieur and Madame. * Mon-
sieur d’0). said that those who im preaching talked

of Mousieur Saint Augustine only J;rovcd that they

- were not familiar with that saint.
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Confessions bhave been almost equally ap-
greciated by dogmatism and free thought,
y Christians and sceptics —by the latter,
for the marks which they bear of having
come from an age of doubt and distraction ;
by the former, for the passionate self-surren-
der from the days of the voice in the gar-
den and the baptism at Milan. Those who
dislike the journey love Augustine for his
inimitable appreciation of the rest to which
it bronght him. Those who look upon the
rest as a delusion are ready to proclaim that
the journey was never traversed with a
freer step, or described by a more opulent
pencil.

No stronger evidence of the truth of
these remarks can be adduced than the va-
rious points of view from which the Confes-
sions have been studied in France within
the last fifteen or twenty years. Besides a
new translation by M. Janet, they have
been handled by Villemain, as a historian ;
by Saint-Marc Girardin, as a man of let-
ters; by Nourrisson, as a psychologist ; by
Gratry, Flottes, and Pressensée, as philo-
sophical theologians. More than once eminent
lawyers among ourselves, like Sir Joseph
Napier, have devoted their leisure to the se-
vere relaxation of writing discussions upon
Bishop Butler. A distinguished French ad-
vocate, M. Desjardines, has produced a
careful analysis of the Confessions as the
fruit of one of his summer recesses. By
none, however, has the Bishop of Hippo's
immortal book been used more freely, or
after a more singular fashion, than by a
French philosopher who died last year, M.
Saisset. Himself a Deist, but enthusiasti-
cally devoted to the spiritual school of phi-
losophy, and clinging intensely to those pre-
ambles of the faith— God, Immortality,
Providence, and Prayer —in which it
reemed to him possible for a philosopher to
intrench himselt' securely in a safe but lim-
ited dogmatism, he produced a work, in
some respects of great merit, upon the Phi-
losophy of Religion, with special reference
to the Personality of God. The portion of
this discussion which sounds the most origi-
nal is really the least valuable. It contains
an argument for the quasi-eternity and qua-
si-infinity of Creation, intended to meet the
objection of those Pantheistic philosophers
who treat the Christian and Theistic dogma

CONFESSIONS OF SAINT AUGUSTINE.

structure of his theory upon a doctrine of
Time, which he has learned from the Con-
fessions.* It is singular to see a work

the philosophy of religion based upon l"‘m:
and Augustine, put forth by one who, how-
ever he may have used Christian I age,
and hung with sad and regretful love about
the outskirts of the City of God, must un-
happily be classed as a philosophical De-
ist

Since the rise of the Church movement
in Eungland, the Confessions have been a
good deal read among ourselves, but chiefly,

octrinally or. theologically. I have not
myself met with muqﬁ in print upon the
subject which could serve as an introduction
to the treatise for the use of the general
reader.$ It is not my intention to produce
any regular analysis of a book which so lit-
tle admits of that kind of handling. The
success of some able French writers would
certainl{) not encourage one to make the at-
tempt. Dr. Newman hassomewhere langhed
at the late learned Bishop Kaye’s arrange-
ment of the thoughts of Augustine’s fervid
countryman, Tertullian, in the framework of
the Thirty-nine Articles. © What shall we
say of torturing the Confessions into the
pigeon-hole of some division of philosophy,
or classification of the human faculties, re-
ceived from the Scotch School of Mental
Philosophy into the French Normal School ?
1 shall merely try to present the Confessions
from some general points of view which may

et terram que antea non fecit? Qui hoo dicunt,
[sc. the Epicurean materialists] si mundum ster-
num sine ullo initio, et ideo nec a Deo factum viderl
volunt, nonne uenl sunt a veritate, et letali morbo
impietatis insaniunt ? fautem & fa-
tentur [so. the Alexandrine school] non tamen eum
volunt temporis habere, sed sug oreationis initiom,
ut modo quodam vix intelligibili semper sit factss,
dicunt quidem aliquid ; unde sibl Deuam videntur ve-
lut a fortuita temeritate defendere, ne subito il
venisse credatur in tem quod nunquam sates
venisset, et accidisse {11l voluntatem novam, cum in
nullo sit omnino mutabills, sed nec video quomodo
cis potest in ceterls rebus ista ratio subsistere.””—

De viv. Del, xi. 4.
* Confess. xi. 24, seq. De Ctv. Dei, xi. 6, ad it
xif. 25, ad tin.  Saisset Modern Pantheism (English
Introd. i. pp.

tumlatlo‘n), 1i. 123. ¢ Cit® de Dieu,”
and low philo-

Ixxxv.-cil.
t The natural alliance between hi;

sophical, and high and low Christian, doctrine, has
been remarked by Coleridge and Ieibnitz, “I can-
not doubt that the difference of my metaphysioal no-
tions from those of Unitarians in general contributed
to my re-conversion to the whole truth im Christ;
even as, according to his own confession, the books
of certain Platonic philosophers commenoced the res-

of Creation as if it attributed change and | oue of St. Augustine’s faith from the same error, ag-

caprice to God. This theory of the quasi- |
eternity of Creation is certainly borrowed . 201. “ Inclindxse eum (Locke) ad Soctnianos,

ﬂ»avated by the far darker uoom;'mnlment of
anichean heresy.” — Coleridge *“Blog. Lit., 1. 200,
orum
upertina semper fuit de Deo et mente p

from an Alexandrian speculation, which has 1’;2‘,,3,_ Leibnitz, Kpist. ad Blesling.

been handled with some gentleness by Au-
gustine. * M. Saisset scaffolds the whole

$ [ do not wish to be ungrateful for Dr. Pusey’s
excellent cdition of the Confessions in the Bibllo-
theca Patrum, with its well-selected parallel passa-

* Sed quid placuit Deo ®terno tunc facere celum | ges.
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open the way for some students to a -further
enjoyment of them, and bring together pre-
liminary information which, so far as I know,
cannot be conveniently found in any one
English work.

I

The first question which naturally arises
is upon the exact meaning of the title. Au-
ine has answered it elsewhere. It has a
ouble signification. Confession is the voice
of adoration as well as penitence. This two-
fold acceptation gives its significance to the
Confessions. They stand alone. Others
bave written memoirs, autobiographies, re-
igious lives; Augustine alone has written
fessions.* .

The volume is as far as possible from being
exactly a memoir. All that is properly auto-
biographical ends with the tenth book. To a
certain extent the author writes for himself’;
yet not for himself alone. He confesses him-
self to God; but he holds his soliloquy in such
tones that men also can hear.t He feels beund
to this course, for he has been two years a
Binhcx:f the Church, and he expects good re-
sults from it. His example wilf excite “ the
heart of some not to sleep in desperation,
and say I cannot, but rather to waken up in
the love of Thy mercy, and in the sweetness
of Thy grace.” The good are delighted to
bear the pastevils of those who have now

nted of them, not because they are
evil, but because they have ‘been and are
not. *The curious ear of man is not, cannot
be, at his heart.y But he will proclaim what
be is. “ With a consciousness which is
pnot doubtful, but certain and plenary, O
Lord! I Icve Thee. Thou hast stricken
h my heart with Thy word, and I

bave loved Thee !”

The saintly Bishop had not lived so little in
tbe world as to be ignorant of its ways. He
knew that he was baring his breast to his own
enemies, and those of the Church. The sobs
which he uttered at the feet of Christ; the
lm;g cry, in which he wailed out the sins
and offences of his youth to his reconciled
Fatbher ; the broken words of those short
sentences which seem to set themselves to
some mystic chant at the foot of an altar;
be had allowed the world to hear them, and
the world was not likely to let them drop.
He could bear such taunts quietly enough.
But when they were used to weaken his au-
thority, and discredit the Church, he found

® « Eg laudantis, et gementis.” Enarrat, Pa. xci.
t . Fz:‘ uoque, Domine, etiam sic tibi contiteor,
ut aud! ines.” — Confess., x. 3.
§ ** Auris eorum non est ad cor meum.” — Ibid.
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words at once mau\:uline and humble. He
answers the Donatists thus in one of his pop-
ular discourses : —

“Let them say against us what they will, .
we will love them, though they will it not; we
know, brethren, we know their tongues, for
which we will not be angry with them. Be ye
patient like us. For they see that they have
nothing in their cause, and so turn their tongues
upon us, and begin to speak evil of us, much
which they know, much which they know not.
That which they know is our Past. Why dost
thou give up the cause like a heretic, and go to
man? For whatam I ? am I the Catholic Church ?
We lived ill : I confess it. So much as I glory
concerning God’s grace, 80 much—shall I say’s
— I grieve for my guilty Past. I would grieve
were I yet in it. But whatshall Isay ? — do I
glory ? I cannot ; for O, that I had never been
such ! But whatever it were, in the name of
Christ it is past. I cry unto God in my weak-
ness ; with me it is a very small thing, saith
the Apostle, to be judged of you, or of man’s
judgment, yea, I judge not mine own self. For
I know myself better than they know me, but
God knows me better than I myself do.”*

Every one is aware that Augustine, in his
Confessions, repeatedly touches upon that
kind of sin which every motive of moral pru-
dence as well as of natural delicacy should
lead ordinary people to conceal from others,
ortoconfess with the most guarded generality.
It is not only that between us and other
men there is drawn a veil of flesh, thraugh
which God only has the right to look, and
where the slance of a mortal eye inflames
that wounded human modesty which re-
mains in every nature that is not quite bru-
tal. By such confessions we may injure our
own souls, retouching the faded f;nea of dan-
gerous pictures, tting, it may be, that
we have not sinned more, and that we have
lost orportnnitiea.f We may also do incal-
culable injury to others by unintentional
suggestions. What shall we say of this ele
ment in Augustine’s writing ?

His exawmple, in his public confession,

stands out ost alone for profit and for
wonder, not for imitation. He had never
been a

rofligate in the ordinary accepta~
tion of tEe term. Measured by tﬁ Mn£d
of the world even now, much more by that
of the society in which he lived, he might
have passed without much censure.t It is

* Serm. 3. in Ps. xxxvi., § 19,

t ¢ Recordart volo tr tas feeditates meas, et
carnales corruptiones anims mes; non quod eas
:me;ni seld ut amem te, Deus meus.” — Confess., ii.

; of. dv. 1.

3 Thus writes one of the highest anthority upon
Augusrtine: * Talis erat, eum‘::uml se fozupl:t,
ut ab eis qui erant intus, vir bonus h&eﬂ possit, in
suo quidem genere. Adolescens habuit concubi-
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unworthy of a writer, who, I believe is
usually as accurate as heis elegant, to speak
of Augustine as the promiscuous lover of
the frail beauties of Carthage. More unwor-
thy still is the comparison which others have
instituted between Rousseau and the young
Augustine. At the very moment when two
men are grovelling in sensual sin, there may
be a distinction between them. The one,
rhaps, feels that he is plunged in a hell of
Ith, only less dreadful than the hell of fire.
The other loves what  the degraded soul
unworthily admires.” He has a deliberate
sympathy with his position, and with those
who are like him.® He is perfectly satisfied,
and thinks it is well for him to be here. One
has fallen into the sty, the other lives in it.
Of his guilty connection Rousseau exclaims,
« It stood me instead of all. The future did
not touch me, or only as a prolonged pres-
ent.” But even in the first flush of youthful
passion Al
of his imagination to find language which
may give us a conception of his misery. He
was beaten as with burning rods of iron.{
Correspondent to this difference between
the men 1s the difference of their Confes-
sions. No man ever read the earlier portion
of Rousseau’s without a permanent taint, or
a permanent trial, to his soul. We feel
that he took an artist’s reflective pleasure in
every line of the picture. It is the thought-
ful and deliberate masterpiece of a libidi-
nous imagination. On the contrary, no pru-
rient women ever said of Augustine as they
have been known to say of certain in our
own time, who make confessions in fashion-
able drawing-rooms. * Come and hear him.
He is so handsome, and has been so wicked,
and will tell us all about it.” There isa
coldness and a whiteness as of winter snow
over the crater of the extinct volcano.
There is a reserve in all that effusion. The
style is without that affected periphrastic
delicacy which is essentially indelicate. His
heart might be ulcerated, and leave trailing
rmittunt leges, Hac non re.
pudiati sed ereptd avit alteram. Verum utri-
que servavit conjugii fidem, quam probitatem ho-
die non temere reperias in sacerdotibus aut Abba-
tibus.” — August., tom. 1. (Basil. 1569.) Erasmus
Alfonso Fonsece Archiep. Toletano, [The refer-
eaces In this article are generally to that edition.
* In {llis annis unam habebam, sed unam tamen, el
?oque servans tori fidem.” — Confess., iv. 2, When
she returned from Italy to Africa, vowing herself to
a pure and single life, he formed, for a time, a sec-
ond connection of the same nature, lmende& to be
limited to the two years during which he was wait-
ing for a wife, (vi. 15.) It is oniy right to notice the

dark shadow which hangs over Augustine’s youth
{lrogn such expressions as those in Uonfess., ii. 1,

nam, quod hufhan®

s 67ravt; oV uéyov avrd wniodoy,
xodot Teis xpaocoovet. — Rom. . 32,
t Confess., iii. 1.

dA\d xal ovrevdo-

tine exhausts all the energy !

|

1
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drops of blood ; # he is determined that no
sentimental sighs shall be heaved over the
parting-scene between his mistress and him-
self. The mother of Adeodatus walks veiled
and spectral, a memory without a name,
from her sixteen years of shame, into the
presence of God, with a sigh of penitence
and a przger of hope. The most brutal
lines that Byron ever wrote — it is saying
much — are those in which he attributes to
the Confessions tlix:;ugower of awakening an
envy of the yout! transgreesions Iydn
saintlx Bishop. t
If Augustine’s temperament was natural-
ly deep and passionate, his Confessions pre-
sent to us the spectacle of such a nature
turning to God with all its depth and all its
ion. We can detect in many religious
io&raphies that the mere physical cooling
of the bubbling caldron of sensuality
for conversion ; or the passive fear of the
consequences of sin greoents a maimed gift
to God. God forbid that we should scorn
or depreciate any motive which brings back
a sinver to his Father. We must only main-
tain that they were not such =
figure almost exclusively in modern reli-
gious biographies, which won Augustine
to Christ, and that the oblation which he
made was richer and more complete in com-
sequence. It was his favourite ine that
the passions and affections of our nature
were not intended to be eradicated by
but turned to their proper objects.} We
may say of the Confessions that they are the

most vivid illustration which A C

Christianity has produced of Bi utler’s
Sermons upon the Love of God. What have
we there but the spectacle of a human heart

“ referring itself implicitly to God, and cast-
ing itself entirely upon Him, its whole atten-
tion of life being to obey His commands,
and its highest enjoyment arising from the

* Confess., vi. 15. See Essais de Littérature et
de Morale, par Saint-Mare Girardin —‘ La pén.,
phrase est souvent pius indéoeate que le mog.” —
u. 11, Art. 8. Augustin,

t *“ Sermons he read, and lectures he endured,
And homilies, and lives of all the sainis;
To Jerome and to Chrysostom inured,
He did not take such studies for restraints.
But how faith is acquired, and thea insured,
80 well not one ot the aforesaid paints
As Saint Augustine in his fine Confessions,
Which make the reader envy Aés transgress-

¢ This, too, was a sealed book to little Juan.”

} Augustine enforces this very beautifully by the
example of St. Paul and of our Lord, De Civ. D.,
xiv. ¥. C/. *‘ As we cannot remove from this earth
or change our general business on it. so neither can
we alter our real ngture. Religion does nos
new affections, but only claiws the direction of those
you already have, those m‘eeuon:‘you already feel.”
— Butler. Upon the Love of God. Sermon xiii.
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contemplation of His character and its rela-
tion to Him, from a consciousness of His fa-
vour and approbation, and from the exercise
of those aftections towards Him which can-
not but be raised from His presence ? 7 -

I must now rvefer to those points of per-
sonal character which we can very distinctly
trace in these pages. Augustine was natu-
rally ambitious to excel in all things. He
aspired to poetical as well as rhetorical dis-
tinction, and was possessed with an ungov-
ernable desire to obtain a theatrical prize

.* His filial love is beautiful. All

E:ve loved to see him listening with Monica
to Ambrose, at Milan, or smiling gently at the
frugal fare which she provided for his birth-
day feast on that soft November day in the
meadow of Cassiciacum.t Above all they
stand before us as they have been represent-
ed by the pencil of Ary Scheffer, in the
garden at Ostia, “ in sight of a sea lit up by
a thousand fires, and under a sky without a
cloud,”  enjoying some of those moments,
even upon earth, from which we know that
if eternal life were but their prolongation,
it would be an entering into the joy of the
Lord.§ This filial love may be read, not
only in the fuller delineations which he de-
lights to give, and in the description of his
gnef for ber loss, butin a hundred minute
touches. | His parental love is equally touch-
ing. It would be almost sacrilege to trans-
late those words, which might form a yet
nobler epitaph for a Christian father to place
- over his child than the lines from Dryden’s
Elsonora, which Burke had engraved over
the only son who gave promise of so much
virtue and so much genius. § The critics
have adduced as a parallel Quintilians cel-
ebrated Proemium to the fitth book of his
Institutes. If, in reading that fivished pro-
duction, we are sometimes reminded of Tick-
ell’s lines —

“ Grief unaffected suits but ill with art,
Or flowing numbers with a blecding heart,”’—

® Confess., iv. 2.
t De Ordine. Lib. ii., Tom. 1. 471. De Beata
Vita, Ibid. 49%.
{ Nee an elot‘nent passage in M. de Bmﬂle, L
et PEmpire Romain, Part iii., tom. 1i., 183,

Confess., ix. 10.
E. gr. * Et mentitus sum matri et fli matri, et
evasi,”v. 8. “ Meum quiddam puerile, quod labe-
batur in fietus, juvenili voce cordis tacebat

am fluxum moeroris . .. .. rarsusque
impetu suo jerebatur non usque ad eruptionem lac-
rimaram . . . . sed ego scicbum corde prewme-

rem.” — Confess., ix. 12,
¥ “ Cito de terra abstulisti vitam ejus, et securior
eum recordor, non timens quld%unm ’Puoﬂdc nec
:do‘:nnth, neo omnino homini {ll.” — Confeu..
x.
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if the warmth of our emotion is chilled by
the rhetorical tricks and the theatric adju-
ration, there is undoubtedly an undertone
of true pathos which is exquisitely affocting.
But the words of Augustine need no critic.
He who is unmoved by them wants not so
much a critical judgment as a human
heart. His susceptible nature was especial-
ly formed for friendship. In the one in-
terval of leisure in his busy life, at the villa
of Cassiciacum, lent him by Verecundus
during the months between his conversion
and his baptism, he is surrounded by a
group of African friends, who have follow-
ed him from Tagaste, Madaura, Hippo, and
Carthage. Oaue of these, Romanianus, was
of higher rank than the rest. In address-
ing one of his books to him, Augustine inci-
dentally gives us a notion of the life and
aims of a fine gentleman of the fourth cen-
tury. The fine gentleman presented the
public with shows of wild beasts and other
unusual spectacles. He lived at a great
rate, keeping almost open house. He was
expected to build largely, el?ecially baths
with tesselated pavements. His reward was
popular applause. If he succeeded in his
appeal to the affections of the people ; if
s agents were so honest and capable that
he did not become bankrupt;* he was re-
ceived in the theatre with a roar of wel-
come. His statue was set up, not only in
his city, but in the neighbouring towns.
He was hailed as “ liberalissimus, mundissi-
mus, humanissimus, fortunatissimus.” Au-
iustine’s relation with Romanianus, Alypius,

icentius, and others, proves that he possess-
ed that undefinable thing called insuence.
which Archbishop Whately proposed to call
effluence, which acts upon men's natures
through some intangible medium quite dis-
tinct from an appeal to their logical facul-
ties.

There are many passages in the Confes-
sions, and in his other writings, which reveal
to us even the physical temperament of the
man. Born under the intense light of an
African sky, compared with which the very
suns of Itaf;' are pale; used to gaze forward
where the sight is not limited by the dimness
of the medium, but by the weakness of the
organ, he speaks of his love of light, “ the
queen of colours, washing round all things
which we see with its perpetual and multi-
tudinous flow,” and connects it with one of
the grandest movements in the literature of

® « Resque ipsa familiaris diligenter 4 tuis fideli-
terque administrata idoneam se tantis sumptibus
ra‘rlagu;tﬁne proberet.” — Contra Acad. Lib.1., tom,
. 410, 411, .
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the world.* Habituated to view from the
coast the Mediterranean clothed in a many-
coloured vesture, with shooting green of
every tint, sometimes deepening Into pur-
ple, more often like a blue band drowned in

a vermilion sky of evening or morning, he !

can paint at times in colours like those of
Ruskin.t His comparisons are frequently
drawn from light; it is to him the very
luxury of existence.} He the
picturesque feeling and touch which are so

uliarly modern. His account of a fight

tween two cocks is coloured and animat-
ed.§ The loving and minute subtlety with
which he transfers mental impressions to
pature reminds us at times of the latest
school of poetry among ourselves. | His
other senses were equally keen and susce
tible. Of scents, indeed, he says that Il;
does not refuse them when present, nor miss
them when absent ; confessing, however,
“fortasse fallor.” A ge in his chapter
on Memory shows us that he anticipated the
subtle beauty of Shelley’s lines —

“ Odours, when sweet violets die,
Live within the memory.”

The repairs of the table — as Dr. Johnson
called them in language strikingly like Au-
gustine’s—had for him, as he tells us,a
fascination with which he sometimes re-
proached himself.#* His seuse of hearing

# ¢ O lux quam videbat Tobias . . . . . aut quam
videbat Jacob, quum et ipse prz grandl ®tate cap-
tus oculis 1 filils Y:ulgnnm futurl populi genera
luminoeo corde radlavit.” — Confess., x. 34.

t * In ipsius quoque maris tam grandi spectaculo,
quum sese diversis colonibus induat velut vestibus
et aliquando viride atque hoo multis modis, aliquan-
do purpureum, aliquando ceruleum.” — De Civ.
Del, xxii. 2¢.

1 *Proprer hec volunt vivere.” — De Lib., Arb,
ii. 13, tum. i, 656. ‘* Ad quietis ipsius penetrale,
cujus jam luce mens eorum velut in longinquo radi-
ante perstringitur pervenire non possunt. Dorsum
enim habebam ad lumen, et ad ea que illuminantur
taciem ; uude, ipsa facies mea, qua illuminata ver-
nebam, non {lluminabatur.” — Contess., iv. 16.

¢ * Iu elrdem gallis erat videre intenta projectius
capita, inflatas comas, vehementes ictus . . .
in omui motu an
non decorum.”— De Urdine.

|l E.gr. * Lunam nocturnas tenebras solantem.”
— In Psalm xcix. §, p. 1112,

1 ¢ Sicut odor, dum transit et evanescit in ven-
tos, olfactum afficit, unde trajicit in memoriam im-
aginem sul, quain reminiscendo repetamus.” — Con-
fess., x. 9.

#+ « Crapula autem nonnumquam surrepit servo
tuo. Reficiinus guoudluu ruioas corporis edendo
¢t bibendv.” — Confess., v. 31. A furious contro-
versy, which made much noise in its day, urose uKun
the sflinlﬂcatlon of the word crapula, ln which a

hysiclan Petit, Bayle, and others took part. See
‘loties, * Ktudes sur Saint Augustine,” pp. 149,
153 1t is to be remarked that Augustine’s Chris-
tian common sense preserved hin trom the Maui-
chean extravagance which atterwards found some-
thing degrading to the saintly character in the use

of auimul food  Gdrres lays it down as a law of |

.o €8
tmalium ratione expertium nihil
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was evidently acute and delicate. As he
lies awake at Cassiciacum, he hears the
sound of water trickling into the baths,
making an uneven sound as it runs over
the pebbles, from the accumulation here and
there of the autumnal leaves. This leads to
the chief subject of one of his most inter
esting discussions.* Religious men, who
religiously love choral services, have no res-
son to be angry with those who warn them
against possible dangers and excesses.
Such warnings may be found in quarters
where by some they would be least expect-
ed. For instance, “In reference to sing-
ing, I fluctuate between the of bei
carried away by the pleasure of taste, -:3
the personal experience which I bave of
the profit of the practice. I am inclined
rather to approve of the practice of singing
in church; not, however, giving an opinion
which I might not conceivably retract. Yet
when it happens to me to be moved by the
musical modulation more than by the thing
which is sung, I confess that I sin gravely,
and that I had rather not hear the voive that
sings.”t It is singular to find this j of
harmony in religious services, when we re-
member the sweet and consolatory tears for
his lost Adeodatus which were drawn from
him by the hymns of Ambrose,} composed
to soothe and occupy the l;)eoplo during
their watches with their Bishop, at the
time of the persecution of Justina. There
are some men who are so constituted that
beauty of every kind is not to them a dis-
traction or a recreation. The light of a
spring day, the blue range of the mountains,
e vast soft whiteness of the breaking

saintship that in its higher manifestatioas it gives
up flesh-meat, and lives upon veﬁeublu, and
hone{. We know from Posidenius that the

of Hippo had meat upon his table, some days ia the
wevk ut least. He himaselt says, ‘“ Non ego immane
ditiam obsonii thneo, sed lmmunditiam’ cupidi-
tatis,” — Confess., x. 31.

s De Ordine, 1. 3, Tom. i., 459, 462.

t Confess., x. 33. Instrumental music was long
in finding its way into churches. * Musioal instre-
ments rather excite the mind w Tloum than tead
to formn good dispositions within it. In the Oid
Testament such mstruments were used, partly be-
cause the people were more cold and carnul — stim-
ulated by such things even as they were stimaulated
bg earthly promises; partly because these material
objects a figarative signitication. Bcelesio nen
utitur orgunis, ne Judaizare videatur. D, Thoms.
Summa Mfogaz cum Commentartis Cajctan.
Questio, xii., Art. il., vol, iil. pp. 22s-2%0,
tan mentions the curious fact that i
mueic is not permitted when the Poupe officiates in
renon. ‘We may well be thankful that, in the noble

anguage of our own Milton, in our csthedrals and
!churches “ the solemn and divine harmonies of
{ Inusic are heard whilst the skilful organist rlh- his
. ﬁ:‘" and fancied ae~cant in lofty fugues.” It would
: be well for some of the young gentlumen who smeer

¢ gt the intellectual coﬁineu of the Anglican wer-
vice,” to read the Confessions, x. 83,
3 Contess., ix. 6.
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waves, fill them with a sensation which is
not unmingled with suffering. The greater
the beanty which they see, the more it
leaves them unsatisfied and full of longing.
Augustine was one of these men. If they
frame to themselves a theory of Art and
Beauty, it will be like his and Plato’s.*

II.

To understand and enjoy Augustine’s
writings in general, and more especially his
Confessions. we must know something of
the Roman-African lite and thought of that

day. .

i‘bo normal state of the descendants of
the Roman settlers in Africat was — as M.
Saint-Marc Girardin has well shown — that
which has been reproduced in modern Al-
geria ; small groups of civilized men, sur-
rounded by barbarous nomads. In such a
state of society complicated relations arise
between the two parties. Occasionally the
barbarian is mo:ﬁded and elevated by his
neighbour. Roman letters and education
filtered into the Pheenician and Numidian
villages, and a succession of orators and
legists was produced by the natives of Af-
rica. The more usual relations between
the tribesmen and the colonists were of a
much humbler kind, founded upon mutual
convenience. In one of those interesting
letters,{ which testify to the masculine
god sense of Augustine, it comes out that
the pative tribes frequently acted as con-
veyers of merchandise, conductors of cara-
vans, and guardians of harvests.§ Compacts

@ ¢« Pulchra per animas in manus artifi-
ojosas abd illa pulchritudine veniunt, que super ani-
mas est.” — Confess., x. 3¢; of. xi. 5.

¢ It will be remembered that Sallust received
from Cssar the government of Numidia. The his-
torian did not practise the lessons which he incul-
oates 80 eloquently. His splendid mansion and
gardens, still so frequently visited at Rome, were
Swit and beaatified by money extorted from ﬁippo.
Tagaste, and other African towns. In the Jugur-
shine war of Sallust there is a description of Africa,
in which the name of Hippo occurs,

$ The worthy Publicola’s cases of conscience are
of this kind —Is it not sinful to make a compact
with barbarians, when they swear by faise-gods?
1s it not sinful to partake of graln or oil of which
an offering has been made to a devili Whether a
Clhiristian may use wood from a consecrated grove ?
‘Whether he muy drink from a tank in & deserted
temple? On the question of the lawfulness of using
arms in the Gospel dispeusation, it is hard to be-
lieve that the bishop wrute without a smile, ¢ Per-
hape Christians had better keep hornless oxen, and
have houses without windows, for fear some one
shwuld be killed. If a Curistian is not to drink of
streams which have been polluted by idolatry, he
had better give :& breathing —for the incense of
;n-;then rites is taken up by the winds.” — Tom, ii.

¢ Qui ad deducendas bastagas pacti fuerint, vel
ui ad servaudas fruges.” — Epist. clif. Tom. il.
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were.entered into between them, sealed by
oaths; Which often caused scruples to timid
Christians.

The civilized life of Africa is more di-
rectly connected with our subject. ¢ The
long and narrow tract of African coast was
filled with frequent monuments of Roman
art and magnificence, and the respective
degrees of improvement might be accurate-
ly measured by the distance from Carthage
and the Mediterranean.” One fact im-
presses us with the highest sense of the fer-
tility of the district, and of the industry of
the people. Thickly populated as it was,
it exportéd vast quantities of wheat; and
after providing abundantly for home con-
sumption, sent the bread-stuffs which main-
ly supplied the vast population of Rome.®

his civilized life of Africa found its centre
at Carthage — the Rome of Africa, as it
was frequently called. It has been ob-
served by M. Villemain, if I remember
right, that we think of no other Carth
than that of Hannibal. But Carthage,
from the period of its new foundation un-
der Augustus (A.p. 29), was essentially a
Roman city. On its topography and scen-
ery we need not dwell. The undecaying
framework of nature, common to the Punic
with the Roman city, has been described in
M. Flaubert’s Salammbé. ¢+ Those unwhole-
some and libidinous pages are occasionally
redeemed by the antiquarian learning and
accurate observation of the scholar, the
traveller, and the devotee of realism in ro-
mance. Carthage was the child of Roman
genius in its grandest hour. It was de-
scribed as a most glorious city. Its streets,
glittering with gold and gay with. marbles,
ran in long parallel lines. It possessed
numerous schools, and affected to rival Rome
as a creator of Latin literature.$ The old
Punic passion for commerce ap to
revive upon its ancient soil. Countless
ships pressed into the one great port of a

700, See M. Saint-Marc Girardin — Revue des deuz
Mondes, Sept. 15, 1842,

* Gibbon, chapter xxxiil,

t Perhaps the following bit of description may
assist us in giving colour to some of the scenes of
Augustine’s earlier life. *‘The waves glittered
rouud Carthage, for the moon shone at once upon
the mountain-locked gulf and the luke of Tunis,
where the phenicopteri tornied long red lines among
the suud-banks, while beyond. under the catacombs,
the great salt lagoon glimmered like a plate of sil-
ver. The vault of the blue heaven lost itself in the
horizon, on the one side in the white powdered
dust of the plain, on the other in the fine silver
mists of the sea. On the summit of the Acropolis,
the pyramidal cypresses swayed and murmured like
the regular waves which flapped slowly the whole
length of the mole.”

$ ¢ Dus tantse urbes Latinarum literarum artifices,
Roma nlgne Carthago.” — August. Epist, ad Dios-
corum, Tom. ii. 267,
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havenless sea. If Christianity had spread
with singular rapidity over the surface, it
does not seem to have sunk into the heart
of society. The sunshine and fertility of
the country were bitterly contrasted with
the character of the inhabitants. The an-
cient reproach of the Punic faith sank into
insignificance compared with the shameless
exhibition of vices which humanity abhors.
The garb of religion was the signal for out-
bursts of derision and hatred. *  Significant

es in Augustine’s letters prove that
the clergy themselves were far from im-
maculate.

One result of the Roman character of Af-
rican society and education upon Augus-
tine’s intellectual history and theological ac-

uirements is too important to be omitted.
At neither period of its history was there
any tincture of Hellenism in the population
or culture of Carthage. It will be remem-
bered, by every reader of the Confessions,
how Augustine as a boy hated Greek; how
the difliculty of learning a foreign languaﬁe

rinkled with gall the sweetuess of the
glorious Grecian povms, which a nature like
his was so capable of enjoying. This may
be a convenient place for cousidering the
question of Augustine’s Greek scholarship,
which has been so severely discussed.

An eminent prelate ot the Irish Church
is said to have been in the habit of stating
that, had St. Augustine applied to him for
orders, he must have been rejected for igno-
rance of Greek. Possibly there may have
been among the clergy ot his Grace some
who were tar from being the saint’s equals
even in this respect. He may, indeed, have
been unable to understand thoroughly por-
tions of the Greek ecclesiastical writers.
He used translations of Plato.t The accu-
rate Clausen sums up the evidence on this
subject as follows: —

« In these observations and corrections of the
Latin translation of the Scriptures, it we make
some grains of allowance, it is indisputable that
Augustine attained the truth. If I am right,
he is so far from being chargeable with gross
ignorance of Greek, } that he should be consid-
ered fairly instructed in grammar, and a subtle
distinguisher of words. But it is evident that
this knowledge, which does not go beyond the
elements, is iusufficient for a thorough compre-

* Bee quotatious in Gibbon, chapter xxxili.,
notes 3%, 3V, 40. Gurges morum Carthaginiensium,
~Contess., iii. 7.

Confesa., vili. 2.

1 ¢ Augustinus extitit ut alli, Ebrag ac Greece lin-
guw ignarus.” — Walch, Bibl. Patrist, p, 352, “ Im-

ritus non tantum Hebraice sed  etiain Greecse
ingue, ipsos fontes adire non potuit, sed solam fere
translationem Latinam explicare conatus est.” —
Roseumtiller, Hist. Interpret. iii. 40,
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hension of Greek books, and much more for
those in the Hellenistic dialoct, which have
forms of words, notions, and constructions, pe-
culiar to themselves.” #

Among the sights of Carthage, there was
ove of peculiar fascination to the suscepti-
ble boy. I single it out, because it will nat-
urally lead us to Augustine’s judgment upon
the study of classical antiquity. The spec-
tacles ot the Latin theatre in Cartl were
numerous and splendid. They furnished
fu:l !l':)r the unquiet fire of his s%ul, scenes
which haunted his imagination, an
which he loved him to declaixm
Christian Church, it need hardly be obserr-
ed, abhorred the Pagan theatre. The idol-
atrous rites, the lascivious attitudes, the
gladiatorial shows, which were its insepars-
ble accompaniments, were equally opposed
to the dogmatic Monotheism, to the purity,
and to the mercy of the Gospel. The very
fact of a man’s habitual absence from the
theatre afforded presumptive proof that be
was a Christian. t dIn llns C:‘:nfesaion:,‘ Au-
gustine goes more deeply to the root of the
matter. goseupposiug ogacenity and idola
to be banished from the stage, and taking it
at its best estate, are its effects morally
wholesome ? Is it good that the passive
emotions should be excited, when no active
exertion is intended to follow,{ when the
very intensity of the emotion is a delicate
luxury whose end is itself? Augustine
seems to doubt it. §

His early education was that of a rheto-
rician of the day. The practice was to
make the boy render into fluent Latin prose

* Clausen’s chapter on Augustine’s know! of
Greek contains an umlxm ot all thetireck words cor-
reotly wes y him, Augustiue gives the derivation
of the following terins :—uiwvivr, 'avafspa, yspoveis,
‘syxaivia, Abyog, ‘vAoxaveror, Xapadsiypari(ery, 'z:
xaAiiv, xapirrwpa, *Anupchiia, Tpa tAlgf. ﬂo
orimiuates accurately between the following:—
yevvar a0d rixrew, dvragiaiey and Gaxreco, oy and
xpoosvxn, Bbpuos and dp) n, Aarpcoscr and dovarhar,
pspn and xAirn, svoh and xreipa, Towrérexe, TpwTes
ysvyfinara, and dvapxai, oxsdss und dyycion, owides,

wuos and dpd. He corrects the ancient n trans-
fat on of the lxx., iu thirty places, and ot the Now
Testament at least three times, (3. John vill, 25,
xvili, 37; Romans, i. 3.— Clausen, A . 8
Script. lnterpres., pp. 30--40.) To this {t may be
added that when Marcellinus consults him on some
difficulties in the Psulms, he speaks of not having
the Ureck of all the Pualter at hand, but of referring
to one portion, and finding that it agreed with the
Latin. — Epist. lix. ad Marceilinum, tom. {i. 206

t Spectacula non visitas, says Cocilian in his ju-
vective against the Christians. — Min. Fel. Uctaviug,
cap. ii. See also de Broglie’s L’Eglise et PEmpire,
part ii. vol. 1. 2.

$ ** Non enim ad subveniendam provocatur audi-
:g:, s?d tantam ad dolendum invitatar.* — Com-

8. , iil, 2.

§ Perhaps he vacillates for 8 moment towards &
more favourable view, * Eri;0 amentur dolores ali-
quando, sed cave immunditiam, anima mea.".
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that which he had read in Latin verse.#® courted, feasted, and patronized. True
Few rhetorical exercises could be devised | oratory is the strong expression of the free-
90 likely to give copiousness of vocabulary man’s thought, and 18 extinguished with the

sand readiness of expression. He is early
successful in the school of rhetoric, 8
from Tagaste to Carthage, is disgusted with
i, thinks of Rome, and dedicates to Hierius
his lost work, De Pulchro et Apto.t+ From
Carthage he had been driven gy the wick-
edness of the wild students. At Rome, he
recoils from the stories of their meanness.
It appears that it was a common trick
among them to take out a course from one
mfmor, shirk payment, and go off in g
y to another teacher. He 1s proud of
being sent to Milan, by public conveyance,
as a traveller at the public expense, with a
salary from the State as well as private
y.} This post was procured for him by

e kindness of Manichean friends. Gibbon
bas sneered at the professional acquirements
of Augustine. ¢ But surely he gave a proof
of his power as an orator who persuaded
the fierce population of a town i Mauri-

' extinction of liberty. There remains noth-

ing but the declaimer Augustine’s taste
in rhetoric may have been viuated, at least
as to verbal details. No man can escape
with perfect impunity from the spirit of nis
times. The very fountain of the intellectu-
al life is tinged by our birthplace and earli-
est associations. It tells for something 1n an
orator’s life that he is born in Ireland, or in
Africa, the Ireland of Rome. But A

tine’s taste from the earliest period was fur

I'that which was solid. He thirsted for the

wine of truth, and the beauty or livery of
the cup-bearer was nothing to him.* He
had longed to hear the great popular
preacher of the Manicheans, Faustus; but
he soon found that the gracetul orator, who
could say whatever he pleased, had little or
nothing to say. Faustus bad but a scauty
stock-in-trade — a few orations ot Cicero, a
very few books of Seneca, some pocts, and

taniato give up those murderous caterve,
elnnl:cal-etfl with which the faction fights of
the “ Two-year Olds” in Tipperary were
mild indeed. § Aud the man must be ad-
mitted to know something of an art who
bas written a treatise upon it, which has not
been superseded after fourteen hundredyears.

the narrow literature of his own sect. How-
ever skilfully handled by a practised speak-
er, not much could be made of such poor
materials. Augustine soon knew at what
%ice to value these embroidered inanities.

hen he hears Ambrose at Milan, he de-
tects at once the ring of the true metal. ¢
He carried with him into his judgments up-

To Dioscorus he might write with irritation,

 Oratoris libros, et que sunt de oratore |

omnia preetermisi.”|| Yet the rhetorical
knowledgé, acquired by many years of inde-
f‘ﬁ&tble toil, is packed into the fourth book
of the treatise on Christian doctrine. Has
the Christian Church any more valuable
manual on the subject ?

touching story of Victorinus, § who

|

on the Christian pulpit the same masculine
discrimination. The grease-pastry style of
rhetoric, § so characteristic of provincialism
(in all ages, was his abhorrence. He illus-
trates this by admirable images in the fourth
book of the treatise upon Christian doctrine.
The strong man in the battle may possibly
use a golden-hilted and jewelled sword ; but

was himself also an African, shov':s h(l)lw im- | it is because it is a sword, not because it is
portant a carccr was open to the rhetori- embossed. Eloquence is a rapid stream,
cian of the day. The teacher of nobles and | and sweeps alo(::}; tlowers of speech, if’ they:
senators might aspire to the honour of a!come in its way; but does not go out of its
statue. His position was like that of the ! course to find them. A key of gold is use-
epnte?&oralg Sophist in g:xe easmt:km por- | less, lth";l wxl’i‘:otﬂ opfln tﬂo l?jck %) w(li:lx;l::eg
tion of the Roman empire, if we e some | is applied. e florid redundaacy in
allowance for the extravaéance of the later in, ESce at least, by his countryman, Cypri-
g Wil boringd, o, amd ol ousel-§ Wik regard 1o minor ponie e
- cused. ith r 0 minor poin
led, before admiring crowds, holding bis 8 Pointh
rhetorical jousts from city to city;*

1ol thlet.

but to and , adds —of &2 ‘gnropiccr
Euwsipot Abywr, xai dvrot maAw iri rav copioruwy rd
avré rodro xparrovoiwv, {ort ydp xal rovrus ﬂta;‘m,

{1

® Confess., i. 17. xal axpoarat, xai xpérot. x. r. A, In Joannem
¢ Ibid., fii. 13, v. 8, iv. 13, 14. ' mil. 1,
$ “ Legam supra mercedem salaria deecernen- | * Confess., v, 6.
tiam.” —Ibid., {. 16. * Impertita etiam evectione | t Ibid. v. 13. *“ Delectabar suavitate sermonis,
pablice.” — V 12, 13, quamyuam eruditioris, minus tamen hilareseentis
De D. Christ., iv. 24, atque mulcentis ’guam Fausti erat, quod attinet ad
Epist., Ivi., tom. il. 269. dicendi modum.
(gmfou., vili. 2, Adipata, Cic. De Oratore.

*% Bee the lively sketch, drawn from Libanius, De § ‘¢ Aft ergo quodam loco ” [Cyprian ad Donat.
V¥a sua, in de . 1. 144, sqq. Ep.i.| ‘ Petamas hanc sedem; dant secessum .i-

Broglie, part il. vol
, after apukinx of the applause given , ciua secreta, dum erratici palmitum lapsus pendulis
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young African professor of rhetoric was ac-
cused at Rome and Milan of provincial pro-
nunciation of many words.* He did not
altogether escape the charge of occasional
solecism ; but, as he adds, with an amusing
touch of unconscious vanity, only from those
who, like a dilettante of his acquaintance,
argued with plausibility that Cicero himself
had committed errors in this kind. But, no
doubt, tbese minor blemishes were more
than redeemed by the subtle tenderness and
thoughtfulness peculiar to - himself. The
mistortune of provincialism is not altogether
unmixed. The African style was evidently
characterised by bold, incisive phrases.
Uunder that burning sky, the Roman lan-
guage seemed to lose something of its mas-
siveness, and to acquire, in return, a specu-
lative rubtlety, which reminds us at times of
the Greek ecclesiastical writers. As a
preacher, it is evident that his powers were
very great. He could charm alike the cler-
gy of Carthage and the fishers of Hippo,
and move a ferocious audience — first, to
the bursts of applause which were not unu-
sual in churches, and then ¢o abundant tears.
Cold criticism of his style, as such, is scarce-
ly permissible. He had no time for classic
fimsh, for perfection of form. Every drop of
time cost him so dear.t The author of the
apostrophe to Light is scarcely inferior to the
greatest orator of any age.} He possessed
that severe moral restraint which is often ar-
tistically at one with the most delicate taste.
In describing the death of an early friend at
Tagaste he uses a phrase of questionable pro-
priety, § apparently rather for effect than as
an accurare exponent of his emotions. Heis
resolved that no taint of self shall rest upon
bis heart’s offering to God, and the expres-
sion finds a place in the Retractations.
From Augustine’s views upon rhetoric
we may pass by no unnatural transition to
his judgment upon pagan antiquity gene-
rally. In anage like thatin which he lived,
it is evident that classical literature must
have been estimated differently, not only by
different minds, but by the same minds from
different points of view. Literature and
philosophy are so estimated in our day. In
a Church so dogmatic as Rome, we find
nexibus per arundines baiulas repunt, viteum por-
ticum frondea tecta fecerunt.,” *“ Non dicuntar ista
nisi mirabiliter adfluentissima fecunditate facundise,
set profusione nitma gravitati displicent.” — De
Doct., iv. 14. The reader will be reminded of

South’s caustic allusion to Taylor in one of his ser-
mons,

* De Ordine, Lib. il. tom. i. 491.

t ‘¢ Caro 1nihi valent stilla temporum.”

$ Confess., x. 34.

¢ Ibid. iv. 6. ‘* Que mihl quasl declamatio levis
quam gravis confes:io videtur.” — Retract., lib. 1i.
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Newman praising and De Maistre abom:-
nating Lord Bacon. In the fourth centary
Paganism was yet standing. The heart of
the tree, indeed, was dead, but, as
sometimes be observed in trees, the vi
had gone from the centre to the ci
ence, and the tenacious bark communi-
cated with still living fibres at the root. In
the Eastern Church, classical literature was
indulgently treated from the beginning by
the Christian fathers. ‘Its philosophers were
looked upon by some among them as the
prophets of human reason. In the West,
there was more hesitation upon the subject.
“ The Apostle had been at Athens,” ex-
claims Tertullian, almost fiercely, ¢ and
knew human wisdom by meeting it. What
have Athens and Jerusalem in common?
Let them look to it, who have brought in a
Stoic, a Platonic, or a dialectic Christiani
ty.” # On the other hand Arnobius confi-
dently appeals to Flato. o

Augustine’s mature and definite jud,
ment on heathen philosophy is not diM
to gather, in spite of some apparent incon-
sistencies of expression. e i
not come to destroy the law, but to fulfil it
Nor did it come to destroy the crude fruit
of human wisdom, but to form and mellow
it. He never grounded faith upon a uni-
versal scepticism. Op as Aristotle
and Plato might seem to be, he believed,
that one consistent mass had been strained
out by the cautious wisdom of successive

es. Of Cicero and Plato he speaks with

o6t unvarying respect. How, ind

could it be otherwise ? In the wond
rovidence of God, the first little flame of

ivine love had been kindled in his heart
by them, though the odour and the blaze
were from the unguents of Holy Scripturs.
To the Hortensius of Cicero he owed the
first prelude to his conversion, the first in-
itiation into those high problems which are
the intellectual rrincip es of the spiritaal

L

life. The tremulous impulse which it im-
parted to his spirit may be eompared to the

motion of the spray that hangs over the
cataract before it is touched by the waters.
With Plato I suppose that it may be looked
upon as certain that he was never profound-
ly acquainted, that he had read but Lttle of

* De Prescrip. Heret.

t This is his language to Romanianus, % Nun-

uam oessavimus inhiantes in phidosophiam.

ondum aderat ea ma, quE SUMME ROS AITeP-
tura erat, cam ecce tibi libri quidam rlenl bonas res
Arabices ubi exhalarunt in nos, ubi illi lammal®
instillarunt pretiosisimni unguenti guttas
mas, incredibile, Romaniane, incredibile, et ultra
qqu fortasse de me, et tu u-a&u, etiam mihi lgoodo
melpso incredibile Incendium oconcitarunt.® C,
Acad., lib. ii. 2, tom. 1, 425.
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his works, and that little in Latin transla-
tion. Yet, predestined Platonist as he was,
he seized upon the lofty Theism of the
Timseus, upon the high morality of the
Euthyphon, upon the doctrine of Ideas, and
with the instinct of genius thinking out
these principles to their conclusion, gave
that Platonic mould to Christian thought
which it has never lost. ¢ Quic%uid dicitur
in Platone, vivit in Augustino.” To him
we owe that noble age which for ever
!nt.s to shame the faithlessness of those who
n this, or in any other age, have considered
human learning a curse or a superfluity out-
side the Churei The passage to which I
refer ® is the more remarkable when we re-
member that the treatise in which it occurs
was written, in part, to combat the passion
for secular learning, dangerous in that day,
which prevailed among a section of the Af-
rican clergy.t
Turning from philosophy to literature, we
find that Augustine scruples as to his
fondness for Terence and Virgil. In ref-
erence to Terence, this can easily be ac-
counted for. His lines were much used
to afford ground-colours for the rhetorical
style, and the Christian Bishop had learned
to despise those retail dealers in words.}
There are also obscene passages in his
plays. Indeed, his very connection with
the stage was a strong objection to him in
tine’s judgment. He could not for-
the voluptuous excitement throbbing
in the very air, the sanguinary fanaticism
of the circus, which he describes with so
masterly a touch in the case of Alypius.§
‘Wherever the Latin language was spoken,
the writings of Virgil had acquired a popu-
ity which at first sight seems unaccounta-~
ble. Such exquisite finish, such curious
felicity, requires culture to be appreciated.
Yet lines of Virgil are scrawled on the

tombs among the catacombs, and

scratched upon the walls of Pompeli by the
hands of the lowest of the people. I leave
it to others to discover reasons for this pop-
alarity, of which I am ignorant. For my

® De Doctrind Christ. ii. 28-31, 40.
+ This view is quite consistent with the fact that
he was called to the episcopate he had no fur-
ther time for such studies, and even used very
severe language oecm\londl{ when he saw danger
of excess in that direction. ‘' Innumerabiles fabule
m, oratorum inflata et expolita. . . . men-
phhocophornm garrule argutie. . . . pos-
teaquam mibi curarum ecclesize sarcina imposita
est, omnes {ll® deliciz fugere de manibus.” — Epls-

Memorio, cxxxi., tom. ii. 647.

Confess., ix. 5. Nun-

$ Venditorem verborum. —
dinis loquacitatis, ix. 2.
Ibid. iii. 8. Even in reference to Terence, he
1l not accuse those words which are elect and
precious vessels, but that wine of devile which we
are given to qnhn them. — 1. 16.

(X

part I am content to find the cause in that
subjectivity with whick he is sometimes re-
proached, in that pathetic tenderness which,
as has been well said, makes Virgil the first
of the moderns. The people excuse refine-
ment when it is pathetic. They pardgn
the finish of the line, when they can still
see that it is written by one whose eyes
were moistened with a tear. To this recu-
liarity of Virgil’s genius no more delicate
tribute has ever been paid than the sweet
and burning tears shed by the passionate
and imaginative boy, and for which the
Bishop so bitterly reproached himself,
“ Tantillus puer et tantus peccator.” To
estimate fully the enchantmeut which Vir-
gil exercised over Augustine, we must turn
to those treatises of his which fill up a gap
in the Confessions, the works against the
Academies, On Order, and Concerning the
Blessed Life. After his memorable conver-
sion, and resignation of his professorship,
his friend Verecundus kindly lent him his
villa at Cassiciacum.* There he retired
for some months to prepare himself for his
baptism, accompanied by Monica, by the
son whom he was so soon to lose, and by a
select circle of African friends, by Alypius,
Navigius his brother, Trygetius, Lastidia-
nus, Rusticus, and Licentius, the poetical son
of Romanianus. There, in the evening
generally, after their letters were written,
and the superintendence of the farm com-
pleted for the day, the party discussed phil-
osophical questions, such as the power of
wisdom to give certainty, happiness, order.
A singular freedom and toleration breathed
through the conferences of these delightful
days. Of one of the party, at least —
Licentius, in whose subjective and melan-
choly strain there is an undertone which
reminds us of the poetry of our own day —
we know that even wany years later he was
not distinctively a Christian. Among the
company there was not a single ecclesiastic
to precipitate the work. Cassiciacum } was

* Confess., ix. 3.

t Local mlon ldent:g:- ?nslclwnm :lth Csu-f
8880, & V ut eight leagues north-east o
h:ﬁ:n. The oldest authority for this is, however,
a note in a parish registry, stating, memorie prodi-
tum esse, that Augustine had sojourned in the place.
Manzoni Jivu strong ctymological reasons aainst
the substitution of ago for iacum. Besides this,
the view from Cassago is common-place, and by no
means agrees with Augustine’s indications. On the
contrary, Casciago, another Lembard town, in the
opinion of Manzoni and Cossa presents ne ety molog-
Ical objectifon, *‘ It is situa on a prominence at
the foot of a group of hills. On its western horizon
is Monte Rosa, and the line of the Alps to their
junction with she-Apennines. To the south-east,
a vast opening in which clf(ht is lost; to the east
and north-east, the t of Berg qui and
of the lake of Como; within this magnificent frame-

work, & part of the Lago Maggiore, four other
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situated in a country of lakes and hills, up- |

on the first stage of the Alps on the side of
Lombardy. Tn that fair spot,  full of the
serenity of the Italian eky, and the verdure
of the valleys of Switzerland,” the time
passed away in a quiet and uneventful hap-

iness. In the narrative of these months at

assiciacum, Virgil is repeatedly mentioned.
Upon the lower Alpine slopes —

““ Beneath them spread like a green sea
The waveless plain of Lombardy,
Bounded by the vaporous air,
Islanded by cities fair,”

in the meadow-lawn of the farm of Vere-
cundus, during one of those summer days,
which seem to give light and clearness to
the intellect, as well as to the eye, or in
the soft winter sunshine, the cadence of
Virgil’s lines seem to mingle with the house-
hold cares of the little group, with Monica’s
gentle house-work, and the lowing of the
oxen.* In our age of business and dis-
traction, we are tempted to ask with the
poet —

“ What shelter to grow ripe is ours,
What leisure to grow wise ? »

small lakes nearer; farther off, the entire plain, like
the hills, sowed with villas, towns, and villages,
several of which at least must have existed in the
time of Augustine.,” Another circumstance is men-
tioned of much importance in dcoiding the guestion.
At Casciago there s a little torrent which is fre-
quently dry, but which has enough water in autumn
to justify the silicibus srruens of Augustine, and
which in one place is gent up between two rocks,
80 a8 to admit of being described as a: tils cana-
Uis intertrusa. There is also a small valley fallin,
off Into a slope, and covered with a meadow, whlcﬁ
agrees exactly with the words, ad pratwm desoen-

lere, in pratuli propinqua descendere. But at
Cassago, there {8 no mmﬂ;lg water at any season.
See Manzoni’s letter to M. Poujoulat upon the
locality of Cassiciacum.

* “ Disputare ceeperamus sole jam in oocasium
declinante, diesque poend totus cum in rebus rusti-
cis ordinandis, tum in recensione primi Mbri Vir-
gllil peractus fuit.”” — Acad. lib. i.tom. i. 418, * In-
terpositis pauculis dicbus venit Alvpius, et exorto
sole clarissimo invitat ceeli nitor, et quantum in illis
locls hyeme poterat, blanduba temperis in pratum
descendere.” — e Ordine, lib. ii., Ibid. 471, ~ ¢ Ter-
tius autem dies matutinas nubes, qua nos coegerant
in balnem, dissipavit, tempusque pomeridianum
candidisimum reddidisset.” — De Best& VitA, Ibid.
504, ‘‘ Septem fere dichus in disputando fuimus oti-
osi, cum tres tantum Virgilii libros gost rimum re-
censeremus.” — C, Acad. lib. il., Ibid. 425. * Quo
tamen opere Licent{us in poeticum studium sic in-
flammabatur, ut aliquantum mihi etiam reprimen-
dus videretur. Tandem tamen ad retractandam
quam distuleramus de Academicls questionem, cum
& me, quantum potui, lumen philorophiz lauda-
retur, non invitus accessit. Et forte dics ita serenus
effulserat, ut nulli prorsus rel magis quam sere-
nandis animis nostris congrucre videretur. . . . .
Maturius itaque solito lectos reliquinnus paululum-
Eue cum rusticis egimus quod tempus urgebat.” —

. Acad. ii., Ibid. 426. *‘ lre cooperam in balneas.
Ille enim locus cum ceelo tristi in agro esse minfine
poteramus, aptus ad disputandum ct famtiliaris fait.”
— De Ordine, lib. i. 8, Ibid, 467,
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We feel that —

“ Too fast we live, too much are tried,
Too harassed to attain ”’

the “ sweet calm ” or ¢ luminous clearnes ”
of the thinkers of old. We cannot help en-
vying Augustine his seclusion at Cassicis-
cum. Yet let us remember that it was re-
deemed afterwards by toils that ended with
one of the busiest of human lives. To him,
at least, the retreat was not one of idlenes.
He wished deliberately to place his knowl-
edge upon a certain basis, to understand as
well as believe, to reconcile faith with res-
son, and that in him which thought with
that which prayed. Like Butler at twenty-
one, Augustine at thirty-three
the search after truth as the business of his
life.” * After many years, the rest and per
fume of those mout{s were still fresh in the
old man’s memory. He says, in words thet
bring before us a picture of green fields,
and forms stretched under sheltering trees:
% Thou, O faithful Promiser, givest to Vere-
cundus, for that farm of his at Cassiciacum,
where we rested in Thee from the fierce
summer-tide of the world, the pleasant
greenery of Thy Paradise, since Thou hast
forgiven him his earthly sins in Thy moun-
tain.” But the quiet work of their mora
ings must soon be over. Before the even-
ing falls, they must lift up their minds to
the great problems that tower before our ex-
istence and theirs — like the Alpine heights
on which they looked at sunset. It must
pass away in a few weeks. From the day
of his baptism, to the day when in mortal
sickness, he must lie down in the little cham-
ber at Hippo, with the sounds of battle ring-
ing in his ear, he can never know rest agai
His eyes will not then be fixed upon the
pages of Virgil, but upon the psalms of Da-
vid hung before his eyes at the foot of his
humble bed. Yet it may be that at ti
in that busy and holy life, the most wusic
words which he has heard upon earth will
fall upon the ear of memory, when he is
listening most intently to catch the strains
that come from the City of God. t

* ¢ Contemptis lt;umel'l ceteris o:nnlbus que bona

mortales putant, huic inv inservire pro-
posui. . . . . Mihi autem oertum est, nusquam pror-
sus ab auctoritate Christi discedere .. ..

autem subtilissimd ratione persecquendum est, ita
enim jam sum affectus ut quod sit verum non cred-
endo solum sed etiam intelligendo apprehendere {m-
patienter desideramus, apud Platonem me intuert
quog‘en’e,rla é:o:trls‘ non‘ repugnat reperturum esse

t M. Saisset has pointed out a curious Virgilian
reminiscence in the De Civ. D., xiv. 2?. *‘Sine ar
doris illecebroso stimulo {infunderetur fremlo
uxoris.” — Cf. Eneid, viil. 400. “ Conjugis Infasas
gremio.” Another such reminiscence may be cited
— the reference to Dares and Entellus, in "his letier
to Jerome, — Tom. ii., Epist. 65.
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This sketch would be very deficient with-
out rome reference to the state of religion
in Africain the fourth century. More than
In most countries, Christianity there was
tinctured by the soil in which it grew.
Donatism may be considered as the expres-
sion of national and religious jealousy. The
“ fractionary " ecclesiastical spirit of the
African Christians has been traced in the
enormous numbers of the African bishops.
For instance, in one conference at Carthage,

A.D.411) we read of 279 Donatist, 286
lic bishops. The colonists acquired
sowething of the fierceness of the tribes by
whom they were surrounded. The Dona-
tists, those Puritans of Africa had their
Anabaptists and Fifth Monarchy men in
the Circumcellion. Some one has inge-
niously said that yet another anal
tween the Puritans and the Donatists is
soggested by those extraordinary names
which, as we turn over the pages of a
Church History, remind us for a moment of
paseages at which we have smiled in Wood-
stock. But the love of these names be-
to African, not to Donatist, Chris-
tianity.
the Catholic bishops, whose names
are subscribed to the letter to Pope Inno-
cent against Pelagius and Ccelestius are two
Ad tuses, and three Quodvultdeuses.
How prevalent Manicheism was, no reader
of the Confessions can forget. It was no
unusual circumstance to find three bisho,
im one town, Manicheaun, Donatist,and Cath-
olic. Heathenism lingered on still. Au-
ine speaks, with an eloquent shudder, of
the hideous and effeminate wretches, who,
with anguent-dripping locks and whitened
faces, up to yesterday, as he says, went in
the processions of the Magna Mater through
the streets of Carthage.* The country, and
especially Carthage, was haunted by dissolute
fortune-tellers and spiritualists,t the maggots
who crawl from the rottenness of scepti-
cism. Aruspices still remained and sacri-
Geed.$ Ingenious people were puzzled by
im rs, mathematici.§ Now an image
was rashly broken by the Christians, and

@ ¢ Usque in bllt‘t{atemtllm dlen: i on %efe:;'lt l[l)l;
lerpretatio, crubuit ratio, conticuit oratio.” —
Civ. Del. vit. 26 !

 Quos’ipsi bene novimus per innumera scorta
diseolvi.” —C. Acad. lib. 1., tom. t. 417,
the e:floua story of the ‘ medium” Albricerin

- Ibl
$ Onme of thesce ap?lled to Augustine when he was
1 candidate for the theatrical prize poem:— ¢ Man-
Iasse mihi nescio quem haruspicem, quid el dare
mercedis vellem, ut vincerem; me autem feeda flla
)scraments abominatum respondisse: nec si corona
Ila esset immortaliter aurea, muscam {ro victoria
mea necarl me sinere.” — Confess., iv.

$ 1bid. iv. 3. .

us.

See | chain of the Edough, Hllnﬁ u
e
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the population rose in fury. Now a nomad
tribe had a bargain to make with its civil-
ized neighbours. and scruples of conscience
arose, because the barbarians would only
swear by their own gods. As is the case
in India now, two phenomena were exhibit-
ed, on the one hand a fanatical revival of
the old religion, on the other a philosophi-
cal rationalism, which sought to preserve a
minimum of it, inculculating the moral ideas
of the new faith. There, as ever in ana-
logous circumstances, two currents of
thought are formed drop by drop, until at
last the equilibrium is broken, the mass of
the new ideas excceds that of the old, and
the old is absorbed and lost in the new.
The letters of two pagans to Augustine.
Longinianus the priest, and Maximus of
Madaura, illustrate this truth. At Carth-
age, and elsewhere, the Christian Church
bad not yet filtered off all the of pa-
nism. Augustine admits that he knew
%ahristians who were worshippers of pictures
and sepulchres. There were riotous feasts,
nominally changed into Memories of Mar-
tyre, but in carnality and excess in no re-
t different from the old festivals in the
temples of the idols. At Hippo itself, there
were Church feasts, whose admitted extrava-
gances were sanctioned, or palliated, by a
reference to similar abuses, committed at
Rome, under the eyes of its bishop. Such
isah and fhintly drawn sketch of the
varied life of populous towns * now over-
thrown and forgotten in the desert, or re-
membered only to be execrated as the nests
of pirates.

* Of one of these Roman-African towns, a corre-
spondent of the 7¥mes wrote a few years ago —
« Under the shadow of the forest-hill at Batna,
upon which the lion, the panther, and the wild boar
range, 8 Roman city, which once held 50,000 inhab-
itants, and where ninety bishops assembled in coun-
cil, lies a ruin.” For this citation I am indebted to
ap ge in Archd Lee's lectures, where he
draws with solemn eloquence the moral of Donat-
ism —* Lectures on Ecclesiastical History,” p. 96,

29q.
q'q Of Hippo, now Bona, an eloquent description
has been q?ven by the Abbé Sibour.  The 1
of Bona is an old and miserable mosque, which

the Moors themselves have abandoned. . . . Be-
neath the shadow of aged olive trees, which ex.
tend their boughs over the tomb of Hlppo, I was
able to call up the phantom of the buried eity.
Nothing was changed —the same rounded coasts,
the same waves which bathed them, the same bluish
mountains on the side of Carthage, and ncar us the
with its sombre
orges and wild as . T 'yboune rolled its
slow waters. . . . We walked along a road hem-
med in by two living hedges of cactus and aloes.
The Arabs have given Bona the name Unecba.
Sometimes from the thick hills of thorny shrubs,
we saw the acanthus raise its great elegantly-cut
leaves, We were, in fact, on the ruins ot Hippo.
The town covered with its buildings the two slopes

which we had ascended, and which b{». gradual
fall, descend to the banks ot the Seybouse ncar
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Erasmus complains bitterly that the pow- time to tremble with excitement and sym
ers of Augustine were wasted upon Africa. pathy for the fortune of others. But the
Such a genius would have produced still ga lel must be drawn with due allowance
nobler fruits. had it been born or lived in for the difference between the manly sub-
Italy or Gaul. The rudeness, the voluptu- mission to the Catholic Christianity of the
ousness, the small and restless curiosity of fourth century, and the suicide of reason
Africa, was hostile to literary excellence involved in the acceptance of Ultramonta-

and philosophical ripeness.* This may be
partly true. It seems, indeed, that the
scanty hours leff to the Bishop after the
toils of controversy, the care of his flock,
and the superintendence of his clergy.
were broken 1n upon by a noisy throng of
babbling visitors, fond of hearing their own
tongues, and utterly incapable of solid dis-
cussion. But the discordant elements into
which he was thrown have gained for us
one useful lesson. It is instructive to see
how thoroughly Augustine had mastered the
thoughts and the wants of his own age;
what an extensive toleration he possessed,
in spite of the occasional severity and dog-
matism which grate upon a modern ear.
He answers the strange letter of Volutianus
with an exemplary patience which astonish-
es Erasmus; of the Manicheans he speaks
ﬁfnerally in the tone of one who knew the

ifficulty of finding truths. Perhaps some-
thing like a parallel may be found in New-
man — the same long uncertainty lulled in
dogmatism, only awakening from time to

the sea. Some stones were all that remained of
the city of Augustine. . . . . On that oune of the
two hills of Hippo which i{s nearest to the Abou-
gemma, on the side of the sea, ?'ou meet as you as-
cend the remains of a vast edffice. All round old
olive trees, thick cactuses garnished with points,
grow wild from the enerfy of a soil of which all
{)rovea the luxuriant fertility. The character of
hese ruins the extent of the building to which
they belong, the solidity of the walls and vaults,
the situation, make one believe at first that these are
the remains of a church — perhaps the crypt of that
Basilica Pacis where the voice of Augustine was

nism in the nineteenth century.

III.

It only remains to notice briefly the mile-
stones on the road-side of Augustine’s in-
tellectual career. We may term it, with
equal truth, his s?iritnal career, for with
him the intellectual and the spiritual are s
interfused that we cannot discriminate one
from the other. With many men, conver
sion is the abdication, with him it is the
consummation, of reason.

‘While yet divided between passion and
vanity, his soul is reached by the Hortensius
of Cicero. The first ring was toached, and
the chain never ce to vibrate. The

great problem of the origin of evil first oc-
cupied his thoughts, and led to his long sub-
* " to Manicheism. To this, without

ever fully converted himself, he made
several converts, as has happened more than
once with converts to Rome in our own
day. During nine years ot Manicheism be
was never thoroughly satisfied with it. Per-
haps his mother was led to hér dream
the prophetic penetration of maternal love.
He seems to have held, first, a kind of Dual-
lism,t then, the theo?' of an extended
God; $ or, as he himself says, an extended
nothing. e made various efforts to escape
from these unsatisfactory speculations. Epi-
cureanism might have tempted him for a
moment, but the instinct of immortality,

lﬁ) :ﬂig nllu;;il. and where his tom}) was plaeedi. strong in such natures as his, rved him.
ut other in iona, e ially the r ins o 1es i ile.
aqueducts, appear to give the building another des- Subtler theories won him for a while. In

tination. The ruins have probably nothing sacred,
and belong to the old cisterns of Hippo — vast res-
ervoirs, fed at a great expense from the sources of
the Edong e \
the mountains perform some curious ceremonies on
a portion of the wall, in an angle of the edifice,
upon a great stoune. Ui)on asking their reason,
they reply that a great Rouml lived here, that his
history was written upon the stone, but that the
stone was broken.” M. Sibour argues that this
ﬁn Roumi is Augustine; that the stone was
nsferred from ita place {n the ruins of the Basil-
ica Pacis, where it covered the body of Augustine,
together with the remains of the great bishop, lest
the tomb should be profancd by the Arian Vaundals
on the taking of Hippo.— Translation de 1a Relique
de 8. Augustine, par M. I’Abbé Sibour — in Poujou-
lat’s Histoire de 8. Augustine, ii. 445 - 460.

{ “Rudis erat Africa, voluptatum avida, studio-
rum inimica, curiosarum rerum apj.etens.”” August.
Opp. tom. {l. 1. * Eorum irruentem presentiam qui

erumque non sunt apti tali necgotio, que

Rngua: certaminibua quam xcientige luminibus delec- | 8

tantur.” — Volusianus Augustino.

. . The Arabs and Kabyles of |

despair of attaining to truth, he tended for
a little to Academic scepticism, the prob-
! abilism of the New Academy. At other
times he inclined to Pantheism, the

etual temptation of the speculative spirit;
ge uses a very curious similitude to explain
the form in which it presented itself to him
for a while. §

;I advereo. ibl ) utramque
Ex adverro s uas moles . . ..
infinitam.” — 1bid. v. 10; vil. 14.

$ *“ Neque enim mihi videbatur esse qu

u&d ‘ts ol non esset . . . . apatiosum

L viil. 1.

$  Te autem, Domine, ex omni parte ambientem
et penetrantem ¢am, sed usquequaque infinitam.
‘Tamquam si mare eswet ubique, et ubique mﬁn—
mensa infinitumn solum mare, et haberet ]
ngiam quamlibet magnam, sed finitam tamen;
plena essct utique spoungia illa ex omni sua parte ex
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Such are the bare outlines of this restless
reer, from Manicheism to scepticism, from
spticism to Pantheism. The true cause of
8 long uncertainty was, as he tells us, want
spirituality.® He had bad some acquaint-
ce with Scripture from an early period
his life ; he had never lived quite outside
surrent of Christian thought. The ineffa-
» sweetness of the name of Jesus had
eathed upon his soul. Itis right, and, if
understood, may be most profitable
¢ the Christian to remember, that he who
soog all Christian teachers has been pro-
gnced to have had the greatest influence
xt to Saint Paul, derived his first great
Bigious lessons, not directly from Scri
re, but from Platonism. He can be thank-
| 0 God in later life that he had mas-
red some high truths of this philosophy be-
re he really studied the BibTe. But {e is
weful to proclaim that with all its efficacy
1 an awakener, Platonism is absolutely in-
flicient as a guide. We cannot discover
it that which alone can act upon the will,
o huamility of Jesus: “ I did not humbly
ing to my humbled Lord Jesus : nor know
yw masterful that infirmity was, the strength
' tbat weakness.” The most superficial
ading of the Confessions will show with
bet entire and loving devotion he rested
jon the Holy Scriptures, his chaste delight,
meyed with heaven’s manna, and luminous
ith its light.
As specimens of A
shall only refer to
ime and Memory.
He is led to a theory of time in the elev-
ith book by his examination of the first
wees of Genesis. He meets those who
ked, as an objection to creation, what God
as doing before He made heaven and earth,
W how it came iuto His mind to make
bat he had not before made — this renders
nﬁcme.try for him to examine the notion

ine’s philosophy
is discussion upm;

The substance of his doctrine is this, —
That is Time? It is in the consciousness,
ud by the aid of memory that we find the
tet notion of duration. The mind itself is
i@ type and measure of it. It is not from
tterior sources that we acquire the notion
! time, but by the inner sense; and it is
e mind, the ego, which is the original
wodel of that which endures. The present
an ideal point. The past and future have
o existence but in the conception of the

mmenso mari; sic creaturam toam flnitam te infi-
] b »? — Conf vii. 5

ito P - ’ .
® «'Conabar cogitare Te homo, et talis homo,
mmum et solum et verum Deum 1” — Ibid..vil. 1.
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mind. We do not measunre time by motion,
but motion by time.

“In thee, my soul, I measure time, in thee I
say I measure it. The impreasion which things
as they pass make in thee, and which abides
when they have passed away, that impression
which is present I measure, not things which
have passed away that it might remain. It I
measure when measure time. Therefore,
either this impression is time, or I do not meas-
ure time.”” *

In the treatise on Memory, modern
psychology has solved Augustine’s great
difficulty — our memory of having forgotten
something — } by the distinction between
memory and reminiscence. Memory is
spontaneous, reminiscence is memory with
effort. When we will to remember a thing
which does not come spontaneously to us,
we remember something relative to it, which
gives us a relative conception of it. We
may have no conception what the thing is,
only what relation it bears to something
else. That relation affords an “ abscissio
infinitee investigationis,” and suggests an-
other relation or relations, until we remem-
ber the whole thing.

I shall be amply rewarded if these pages
should induce any younger reader to study
the Confessions for himself. We honour
this great teacher, not by heaping upon him
extravagant titles of traditional honour, not
as they did who carried his assumed relics
from Pavia to Bona,} but by being made
partakers of his ﬂirit. Better than any
positive result of his psychological specula-
tions is that fresh admiration for the glories
and depth of man’s nature. “ And they go
to admire. the heights of the mountains, and
the billows of the sea, and the starry heav-

ens, and leave themselves.”§ Better even

* Confess.,vi. 27. Saisset’s “‘Cite de Dieu,” Intro-
duction, Ixxxix., sgg. ‘Here is Augustine’s
thought which has not ’been well understood. The
sure proof that the mind is the measure of time, or
measures time, {8 that it measures silence. And as
silence is not anything real, but simply a privation,
and as no privation can be measured, the mind al-
ways measures silence by its own éundon and
intervals, which form part of time.”” —Notes of D.
Martin’s Traduction des Confessions, Tom. ii. 219.

t Confess., x. 16. Hamilton's Reid, g 359. “On
thls footing, what Augustine qualifies by the name
of oblivion would be, in name and fact, a true rem-
iniscence, or even a oconfused sign of a thing
which memory has lost. It is like a cloth drawn
before a pictare which we have formerly seen in a
room. It is certain that the cloth, which hides the

icture, recalls to those who have looked on it the
des of & Blmre, without recalling what it repre-
sents.”” — D. Martin, ut sapra, 57, 58.

1 For a vivid description of the tranelation of
these slleged& relics by the French in 1842, see
Poujoulat’s ‘* Histoire de Saint Augustine,” {. 413

- 4806.
$ Confess., x. 8.

166.
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than all the great gages in which he has left '
us the everlasting lines of our faith, his con-,
viction that Christianity is inexhaustible by |
man’s wit or thought.* Let us read him as
he himself would be read, not with the pros-
trate spirit of slaves, not superstitiously
splintering off single texts as if infallible,
but, with the reverent liberty of Christian
freemen. Let us admire and imitate, as far
as may be, the mingled depth and tender-
ness of a great heart and a great intellect;
the saving common-sense which so often res-
cued him from the errors into which mere
logic would have precipitated him; the
consideration for the weak ;1 the determin-
ation to understand an adversary’s position

thoroughly ; the manly faith in buman rea- |
son; the intense reverence for Scripture; |

the humble penitence and gentle trust in
Christ.
WILLIAM ALEXANDER.

History of Rationalism. By John F. Hurst,
D.D. riibner.) — It is some recommmenda-
tion of this work that it has gone through three
editions in America. We doubt if it would ev-
er attain such acirculation in England. Though
useful as a storehouse of materials on religious
thought since the Reformation, it is wholly con-
fused and undigested, and has no pretention to
the name of a history. The style is equally
faulty, and the grammar not always perfect.
Dr. Hurst writes of Germany as a country
which * has been prospered. ’  His account of
Voltaire’s death reads as if Frederick the Great
maintained a correspondence with Voltaire even
after that event. His sketch of the controversy
between Dr. Newman and Mr. Kingsley clear-
ly implies that Mr. Kingsley wrote a reply to

® ¢ Tanta est Christianam ])rofundltu literarum,
ut In eis quotidie proticere si cas solas ab ineunte
pueritia usque ad decrerlmm senectutem, maximo
otio, summo studio, meliore ingenio conurer addie-
cere . . . - tantaque non solum in verbis quibus
ista dicta sunt, verum etlam in rebus qus intelli-
genda sunt latet altitudo sapientis, ut tlagrantis-
sime cuplditati discendl hoc contingat, quod eadem
Scriptura quodam loco habet, cum consummaverit
homo tunc incipit.”” — August. Volusiano. KEpist.
ii., tom. il. 8.

t *in quibus adhuc parvulls salubritur =difi-:
catur fides . . . . quorum si quispiam quasi vilitatem
dictorum adspernatus, extra nutritorias cunas im-
becillitate se extenderl’t, heu cadet miser. Domine
Deus, miserere, ne implumen pullem conculcent qui
transeunt viam; et mitte angelum tuum, quieseum
reponat in nido, ut vivat douee volet.” — Confess.
xlt. 27, eg. 31.  *Cum enim audio Christianum ali-
quem fratrem, illum aut illum, ista nescientem, et
aliud pro alio sentientem, patienter intueor opl-
pantem hominem; . ... obest autem si hoo ad
ipsam doctrinz p{etatls formam pertinere arbit-

retur, — Confess., v. 9.
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the Apology. His description of Gibbon states
almost expressly that the historian hecame a

oman Catholic some time after leaving Ox-
ford, and went into Parliment at the very time
the first volume of the Fall and Decline appear-
ed. We beliove these mistakes are caused by
over-generalization and want of clearness of per-
ception, rather than by neglect. But Dr. Hurst
is simply Iudicrous when he s of Mr.
Maurice as not employing himselt in pablishing
his theological sentiments in the form of reli-
gious novels, like Kingsley and others, but hav-
ing the commendable frankness to state his
opinions without circumlocution, and to faraixh
us with his creed in a single volume of essays.
Perhaps some of the readers of the three Amer-
ican editions of Dr. Hurst’s work will be able
to explain why it should be so very commends-
ble for a man to writein a stylein which he ex-
cels, instead of in a style for which he has no
inclination. — Spectalor.

CoaL AND PYrAMIDS, — “If we take the
area ‘'of Lincoln’s Inn Fields, measured up
close to the bouses, at eleven acres, about the
dimensions of the base of the Great Pyra-
mid, and could stack the coal as nature has
done in the seams, the British coal raised last
year would form, on that base, a solid block
of the height of 5,229 feet, or as high as Snow-
don 'surmounted by another mountain of half
its height. Again, taking the distance from
London to Edinburgh, four hundred miles, the
same quantity, similarly packed, would build
a wall the wf::tleh mls]y oh :we‘l;e feet thick and
ninety-nine igh, whilst if put together in
the broken awelgm which coal is comm
used, it would give a wall of more than d
that thickness. This yearly production, obtain-
ed by the labour of 240,000 men, is palpably s
gigantic effort for 8o small an area as thas of
our united coal-fields and naturally excites ap-
prehension for the futare.”

To add another comparison to those of Mr.
Smyth, wo may take the cubic volume of the
coal raised in 1865 as just about 100,000,000
cubic yards. The solid contents of the Great
Pyramid of Chc‘gpa is found to be 3,394,307
cubic yards. e thercfore raise yearly an
amount of coal thirty times as great in balk as
the Great Pyramid. This quantity, too, is rais-
ed from the bottom of our mines by 240,000
men working one year. The Groat Pyramid,
as we are assured by Herodotus, required the
united labours of 100,000 men during 20 years,
which is equal to the lahour of 2,000,000 men
during one ycar. A simple calcuiation: will
show that in our coal-mining each man on an
average raises '2‘5& times as l:uch material in &

ear as each of the ancient Egyptians engaged
(’;n the Pyramid. We need hardly point out,
however, how very unfair this comparison is to
the aucient Egyptians in some points.

— Spectator.
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PART VI.
CHAPTER XVII. — A CATASTROPHE.

ArTER that day of curious ahandonment and
imprudence, Mr. Brownlow returned to his nat-
ural use and wont. He could not account to
himself next day even for his want of control,
for his injudiciousness. What end could it
serve to lay open his plans to Sara ? He had
s she would take it seriously, as he had
done, and, lo ! she had taken it very lightly, as
something at the first glance rather amusing
than otherwise. Nothing could have so entire-
ly disconcerted her father. His position, his
Eod name, his very life, seemed to hang upon

and Sara had taken it as a singularly pi- .
quant novelty, and nothing more. Then it.
was that it had occurred to him about that soft-
ening of the brain, and the thought had braced
him up, had reawakened all his energies, and
sealed his lips, and made him himself again.
He went to the office next day, and all the fol-
lowing days, and took no more notice of young |
Powys than if he had never tried to win his
confidence, and never introduced him to his
daaghter. No doubt it was a disappointment
% the young man. No doubt a good deal of
the intoxication of the moment had remained '
in Powys's brain. He had remembered and
dwelt upon the effect of that passing sunbeam
on Miss Brownlow’s hair and her dress, much
more than he need have done. And though !
. be did not look at it much, the young Canadi-

a0 bad hung up the Claude in his memory —
the Claude with a certain setting round it more
important than its actual frame. This he had |
done eralﬁv, as a kind of inevitable conse-
quence. And it was not to be denied that he
watched for Mr. Brownlow’s coming next
moring, and waited for some little sign of spe- :
cial friendship, something that should show, on
tis employer’s part as well, a consciousness of :

favour extended. But no such sign:
came. He might have been a cabbage for all |
the notice Mr. Brownlow took of him as he,
to his own office. Not a glance, not a,
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horrible conventional system, and break a lance
upon it, and make good his entrance. He for-
got his work even, and laid down his pen and
stared at Mr. John, who was younger than him-
self. How was he better than himselt ? that wus
the question.  Then an incipient sneer awoke
in the soul of the young backwoodsman. If
there was such a differ: nce between the son of a
country solicitor and his clerk, what must there
be between the son and the clients, all the coun-
ty people who came to have their difficulties
solved ? But then Mr. Brownlow was some-
thing more than a solicitor. If these two men
— the one old and full of experience, the other
young and ignorant, with only a screen of glass
and a cartain between them — could have seen
into each other’s thoughts, how strange would
have heen the revelation. But happily that is
one refuge secured for humanity. &‘hey were
each safe, beyond even their own powers of self-
interpretation, in the recesses of their hearts.
Mr. Brownlow, by a superhuman effort, not
only took no notice of young Powys, but, so far
as that was possible, dismissed all thought of
him from his mind. It was a difficult thing to
do, but yet he all but did it, plunging into the
Wardell case, and other cases, and fecling with
a certain relief that, after all, ke had not any
articular symptoms of softening of the brain.
he only thing he could not do was to banish
from his own mind the coneciousness of the
young man’s presence. Busy as he was, occu-
ied to the full extent of his powers, considering
intently and with devotion fine points of law
and difficult social problems, he never for one
minute uactually forgot that young Powys was
sitting on the other side of the screen. He
could forget anything else without much diffi-
culty. Ncither Sara nor Brownlows were in
his mind as he laboured at his work. He
thought no more of Jack’s presence in the
office, though he knew very well he was there,
than of the furniture ; but he could have made
a picture of the habitual attitude in which his
clerk sat, of the way he bent over his work,
and the quick upward glance of his eyes. He
could not forget him. He could put out of his

word, betrayed anything ditferent from the or- | mind all his own uncomfortable speculations,
dinary not unkind but quite inditferent de- and even the sense that he had conducted mat-
meanour of the lawyer to his clerks. Then, as * ters unwisely, which is a painful thought to
was to be expected, a certain surprise and pain- ' such a man. All this he con?d do, but he could
fal enlightenment — such as everybody has to | not get rid of Powys’s presence. He was there
encounter, more or less, who are noticed by 'a standing menace, a standing reminder. He
their social superiors — came upon the young ' did not even always recall to himself, in the
man. It was all a caprice, then, only momen- : midst of his labours, why it was that this young
sad entirely without consequences, which . man’s presence distarbed him, bat he never
mlntrodnced him to Mr. Brownlow’s table , could for a momeut get free of the conscionsness
and his danghter. Ho belonged to a different  that he was there. ‘
world, and it was vain to think that the other, At the same time he regarded him with no
worid would ever open to him. He was too unfriendly feclings. It was not hatred any
animportant even to be kept at a distance. He more than it was love that moved him. He
was her father’s clerk. In Canada that would carried the thought with him, as we carry
pot have mattered so mach, but in thisold hard about with us, as soon as they are gone,
blf:ublhhed England—l’oor young fellow! that endless continual thought of the dead
he knew so little. The thought brought with it which makes our friends in the unseen world so
a gush of indignation. He set his teeth, and it much closer to us than anybody still living to
soemed to himn that he was able to face :!mtl be loved and cherished. Mr. Brownlow carried
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his young encmy, who at the same time was not
his eneiny, about with him, as he would have
cerried the thought of a son who had died. It
came to his mind when he got up in the morn-
ing. It went side by side with him wherever he
went — not a ghost, but yet something ghostly
in its perseverance and steady persistency.
When he laid down his pen, or paused to col-
lect his thoughts for a moment, the spectre of
this youth would cross him whatever he might
be doing. While Mr. Wrinkell was talking to
him, there would suddenly glide across Mr.
Wrinkell’s substantial erson the apparition of
a desk and a stool and the junior clerk. All
this was very trying ; but still Mr. Brownlow
wisely confined himself to this one manifestation
of Powys’s presence, and sternly silenced in his
own mind all thcught on the subject. On that
one unlucky day of leisure he had gone too far ;
in the rebound he determined to do nothing, to
say nothing — to wait.

This was perhaps as little satisfactory to Sa-
ra as it was to young Powys. She had, there
cannot be a doubt, been much amused and a
little excited by her father’s extraordinary pro-
posal. She bad not taken it solemuly indced,
but it had interested her all the same. It was
true he was only her father’s clerk, but he
was young, well-looking, and he had amused
her.  She felt in her soul that she could (or at
least so she thought) make an utter slave of him.
All the absurdities that ever were perpetrated by
a young man in love would be possible to that
young man, or else Sara’s penetration failed
her, whereas the ordinary young men of society
were incapable of absurdities. They were too
mauch absorbed in themselves, too conscious of
the possibility of ridicule, to throw themselves
at a girl’s feet heart and soul ; and thegirl who
was still in the first fantastic freshness of youth
despised a sensible and self-respecting lover. She
would have been pleased to have had the mys-
terious Canadian produced again and again to
be operated upon. He was not blas¢and instruct-
ed in everything like Jack. And as for having
to marry him, if he was the man, that was still
a distant evil, and something quite unexpected
no doubt would come of it ; he would turn ont
a young prince in_disguise, or some perfectl

ood reason which her father was now conceal-
ing from her, would make everything suitable.
For Sara knew too well the important place she
held in her father’s opinion to imagine for a
moment that he meant to mate her unworthily.
This was how the tenor of her thoughts was
turned, and Mr. Brownlow was not insensible
to the tacit assanlts that were made upon him
about his protéyé. She gave up her judgment
1o him as she never had done before, with a fil-
ial self-ubandonment that would have been
beautiful had there been no arriére pensée in it.
« ] will do as papa thinks proper. Yon know
best, papa,”’ she said in her new-born meekness,
and ﬁr. Brownlow understood perfectly what
she meant.

“ You have turned dreadfully good all of a |
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sudden,” said Jack.
dutiful before.”

‘“ The longer one lives one understands one's
duties the better,” said Sara, sententiously;
and she looked at her futher with a mingled sub-
mission and malice which called forth a smile
about the corners of his mouth.

“ I hope 80,” said Mr. Brownlow ;
you have not made the experiment long enough
to know much aboat it yet.”

‘“ There are moments which give one experi-
ence as much as years,” said Sara, in the same
lofty way, which was a speech that tem the

rofane ack to lau;hter, and made Mr. Brown-
ow smile once more. But though he smiled,
the suggestion did not please him much. He
laid his hand caressingly on her head, and
smoothed back her %retty hair as he passed
her ; but he said nothing, and showed no siga
of consciousness in respect to thosg moments
which give experience. And the smile died off
his lip almost before his hand was withdrawn
from her hair. His thought as he went

was that he had been very weak ; he had be
trayed himself to the child who was still bat s
child, and knew no better than to play with
such rude edge-tools. And the only remedy
now was to close his lips and his heart, to
tell nobody anything, never to betray himself,
whatever might happen. It was this t
that made him look 80 stern as he left Brown-
lows that morning — at least that made Pame-
la think he looked stern, as the dogcart came
out at the gate. Pamela had come to be very
learned in their looks as they flushed past in
that rapid moment in the early sunshine. She
knew, or she thought she knew, whether Mr.
John and his father were quite  friends,” or if
there had been a little inevitable family differ
ence between them, as somotimes H

;;d li;t. came into her little head that day that

r. Brownlow was a with his son, perhaps
because Sh:gvzuld not put the reason
into words, but it filled her mind with
reflections. Was it wrong for Mr. Johm to
come home early so often 7 — to stay at home
0 often the whole day ? — to time his ex
tions so fortunately that they should end in
stray mectings, quite accidental, almost every
day ? Perhaps he ought to be in the offics
helping his father instead of loitering about the
avenue and elsewhere, and finding himself con-
tinually in Pamela’s way. This she breathed
to herself inarticulately with that anxious aim
at his improvement which is generally the first
sign of awakening tenderness in a girl’s heart.
It occurred to her that she would speak to him -
about it when she saw him next ; and thea it
occurred to her with a flush of half-guilty
that he had not been in the dogeart as it dasl
past, and that, accordingly, some chance meet-
ing was very sure to take place that day. She
meant to remonstrate witk him, and put it
boldly before him whether it was his duty to
stay from the oftice ; but still she could not but
feel rather glad that he had stayed from the
otfice that day.

“ I never knew you %0
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As for Mr. John, he had, or sappored he had
— or at least attempted to make himselt sup-
poee that he had —something to do at home on
that particular day. His fishing-tackle had got
out of order, and he had to see to that, or there
was something else of equal importance which
called his attention, and he had been in Masteor-
ton for two days in succession. Thus his con-
science was very clear. It is true that he daw-
dled the moming away looking for Pamela, who
was not to be found, and was late in conse-
quence — 0 late that young Keppel, whom he
bhad meant to join, had gone off with his rod on
his shoulder to the Rectory to lunch, and was
on his way back again before Jack found his
way to the water-side. There are certain states
of mind in which even dinner is an indifferent
matter to & voung man ; and as for luncheon,
it was not likely he would take the trouble to
think of that.

“ You are a nice fellow,” said Keppel,  to
keep 2 man lounging here by himself all the
time that's any good ; and here you are now
when the sun is at its height. I don’t under-
stand that sort of work. What have you been
about all day ? ”

“ I have not been lunching at the Rectory,”
oaid Jack. “ Ilave a cigar, old fellow? Now
we are here, let’s make the best of it. I've
been waiting about, kicking my heels, while
you’ve been having lunch with Fanny. Hard-
osstle. But I'll tell you what, Keppel ; 1’d drop
thas if I were you?”

“ Drop what ? ”’ cricd Mr. Keppel, guiltily.

“ Dancing about after every girl who comes
in yoar way,” said Jack. ‘“ Why, you were

ng an ass of yoursclf only the other day
at Brownlows.”

“ Ah, that was out of my reach,” said Kep-

ing his head solemnlg, and he sighed.

sigh was such that Jack (who, as is well

known, was totally impervious to sentimental
weaknesses) burst into a fit of laughter.

* I suppose you think little Fanny is not out
of your reach,” he said; “but Fanny is very

ide awake, I can tell you. You haven’t got
suy money ; you’re ncglecting your profes-

« It’s my profession that is neglecting me,”
said Keppel, meckly. *Don’t be hard upon a
fellow, ;ack. They say here that it is you who
are making an ass of yoursclf. They say you
are to be seen about all the lanes ” ——

“ Who says ? ” said Jack ; and he could not

n-n a certain guilty flush from rising to his
. “ Lot every man mind his own bu-iness.
and woman too. As for you, Keppel, you would
be inexcusable if you were to do anything ri-
diculous in that way. A young fellow with a
good profession that may carry him as high as
be likes — as high as he cares to work for, ]
mean ; of course nothing was ever done with-
out work — and you waste vour time going af
ter every girl in the place — Fanny Hardcastle

one day, somcbody elre the next. You’ll come | o

t0 & bad end, if you don’t mind.”
“ What is a fellow to do?”’ said Keppel.
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“ When I see a nice girl — I am not a block of
wood, like you — I can’t help seeing it. When
a man has got eyes in his head, what is the use
of his being reasoned with by a man who has
none ?” .

““ As good as yours ar%_gay," said Jack, with
natural indignation. * What use do you make
of your eves? I have always said marry-
ing early was a mistake ; but, by Jove marry-
ing carly is better than following every girl about
like a dog. Fanny Hardcastle would no mors

have you than Lady Godiva ”’ —
“How do you know that?” said Keppel,
quickly. ¢ Besides — I—don’t — want her to

bhave me,” he added, with deliberation; and
thereupon he occupied himself for a long time
very elaborately in lighting his cigar.

“‘Iu is all very well to tell me that,” said Jack.
“ You want every one of them, till you have
seen the next. But look here, Keppel; take
my advice ; never look at a woman again for
ten vears, and then get married offhand, and
you'll bless me and my good counsel for all the
rest of your life.”

““ Thank you,” said Keppel. ¢ You don’t say
what I'm to do with myself during the ten
years ; but, Jack, good advice is admirable, on-
ly one would like to know that onv’s physician
healed himself.”

. Physicians never heal themselves ; it is an
impossibility upon the face of it,” said Jack,
calmly. ‘A doctor is never such an idiot as
to treat his own case. Don’t you know that ?
When I want ghostly counsel, I’lil go to — Mr.
Hﬁrdcutle. f never attempt to advise my-
se ”

“You think he’d give Fanny to you,” said
Keppel, ruefully, “ all for the sake of a little
mouey. I hate moneyed people, —give us
another cigar; — but she wouldn’t have you,
J}»lu-k. I hope I know a little better than
that.”

““So much the better,” said Jack ; ““ nor you
either, my boy, unless you come into a fortune.
Mr. Hardcastle knows be‘ter than that. Are
we going to stay here all day ? I've got some-
thing to do up at the house.”

“ What have you got to do? I’ll walk u
that way with you,” said Keppel, lifting his
busket from the e

“ Well, it is not exactly at the honse.” said
Jack. “The fact is, I am in no particalar hur.
ry; I have somebdy to see in th village -
that is, on the road to Ridley; let’s walk that
way, if you like.”

“ Inhospitable, by Jove!” said Keppel. I
helieve, after all, what they say must be true.”

“ What do they say?” said Jack, coldly.
*“ You may be sure, to start with, that it is not
irae: what they say never is. Come along,
rhdere’s some shade to be had along the river-
side.”

And thus the two young men terminated the
lay’s fishing for which Jack had abandoned the
ﬁiyoe. They strayed along by the river-side
uuntil ha suddenly bethought himself of business
which led him in quite an opposite direction.
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‘When this recollection occarred to his mind,
Jack took leave of his friend with the air of a
maa very full of occupation, and marched away
as serious.y and slowly as if he had really been
going to work. He was not treating his own
case. e had not even as yet begun to take his
own case into consideration. He was simply in-
tent upon his own way for the moment. and not
disposed to brook any contradiction, or even
inquiry. No particular intcution, either pru-
dent or impradent, made his thoughts definite
as he went on; no aims were in his mind. .A
certain soft intoxication only posse-sed him.
Somehow to Jack, as to everybody else, his own
case was entircly exceptional, and not to be
judged by ordinary rules. And he neither crit-
icised nor even inquired into his personal symp-
toms. With Keppel the disease was plain, and
the remedy quite ::g‘]‘mrent; but as for himself,
was h»ill at all, that he should want any phy-
sic'an’. care ?

‘I'mis question, which Jack did not consider
for himse f, was 1esolved for him in the most
unexpecied way. Mr. Brownlow had gone
thoughtful and almost stern to tho office, re-
flecting upon his unfortunate self-betrayul —
vexed and almost irritated by the way in which
Sara essayed to keep ﬁp the private understand-
ing between them. e came back, no doubt,
relieved of the cloud on his face ; but still very
grave, and concidering within himself whether
he could not tell his daughter that the events of
that unlucky day were to count for nothing, and
that the ’project e had proposed to her was giv-
en over for ever. His thoughts were still so far
incomplete, that he got down at the gate in or-
der to walk up the avenue and carry them on
at leisure. As he did so he looked acrouss, as
he too had t a habit of doing, at Mrs.
Swayne’s window — the bright little fuce was
not there. It was not there; but, in place of
it, the mother was standing at the door, shad-
ing her cycs from the rare gleam of evening sun
which reached the house, and looking out. Mr.
Brownlow did not know auything ahout this
mother, and she was not so pleusant to look at
as Pamela ; yet, unawares, there passed through
bis mind a speculation, what she was looking
for? Was she too, perhaps, in anxiety about
her child 2 He felt half-disposed to turn hack
and ask her, but did not do it ; and by the time
he had found old Betty’s cottage the incident
had passed entirely from his mind. Once more
the sunshine was slanting through the avenue,
throwing the loag tree-shadows and the long
softly-moving figure of the wayfarer betore him
as he went on.  He was not thinking of Jack,
or anytiing conaccted with him, when that
startling apparition met his eyes, and brought
him to a standsiill.  The sight which made him
suddenly stop short was a pretty one, had it
b en regarded with inditferont eyes ; and indeed,
it was the merest chance, some passing move-
ment of a bird or flicker of a branch, that
roused Mr. Brownlow from his own thoughts

|
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and he raised his eyes. he saw among the trees,
at no great distance from him, & pair such as
was wont to wander over soft , under blue
sky, and amid all the sweet interlacements of
sunshine and shade —two creatures — young,
ho{)eful, and happy — the little one half-timid,
half-trustful, looking up into her companion’s
face ; he so much taller, so much stronger, s
much bolder, looking down upon her — taking
the shy hand which she still withdrew, and yet
still left to b; re&:;ken ; —two h:mmno. e
ware as yet why they were so py—Ehd»
to be together, to look at erch other, 0
touch each other— thinking no evil Mr.
Brownlow stood on the path and looked, and
his senses seemed to fail him. It was a bit out
of Arcadia, out of fairyland, out of Paradise;
and he himself once in his life had been in Ar-
cadia too. But in the midst of this exqulsite
little poem one shrill discord of fact was what
most struck the father’s ear — was it Jack?
Jack ! — he who was prudence itself — too pra-
dent, even so far as words went, for Mr. Brown-
low’s simple education and habits. And,
heavens | the little neighbour, the little
face at the window which had won upon them
all with its sweet friendly looks ! . Brown-
low was a man and not sentimental, but yet the
sight after the first surprise gave him a at
his heart. What did it mean ? or could i1t meaa
anything but harm and evil ? He waited, stand-
ing on the path, clearly visible while the/ﬁ‘am
softly forward, absorbed in each other. was
fixed, as it were, in a kind of silent trance of
pain and amazement. She was Sara’s little
humble friend — she was the little neighbour,
whose smiles had won even his own interest —
she was the child fof the worn woman at the
cottage door, who stood shading her eyes and
looking out for her with that anxijous look in
her face. All these thoughta filled Mr. Brown-
low’s eyes with ‘pity and even incipient indi
nation. And Jack! was this the result of
premature prudence, his character as a man of
the world ? His father’s heart ached as they
came on 80 unconsciously. At last there came
a moment when that curions perception of
another eye regarding them, which awakens
even sleepers, came over the xonng pair. Poor
little Pamela gave a start and cry, and fell back
from her companion’s side. Jack, for perhaps
the first time in his life thoroughly con-
founded and overwhelmed, stood stock
gazinz in cousternation at the unthought-
tator. Mr. Brownlow’s conduct at this
difficult conjuncture was sach as some
might blame. When he saw their constern:
he did not at that very moment step in to fm-
prove the occasion. He paused that the{:;li:
recognize him; and then he took off hi
very gravely, with a certnin compassionate re-
spect for the woman — the little weak foolhard
creaturc who was thus playing with fate; an
then he turned slowly and went on. It was as
if a thunderb)lt hud fallen at the feet of the

and revealed that pretty picture to him. When | foolish young pair.  Hitherto, no doubt, these
the little flutter, whatover it was, roused hin l mevtings had been clundestine, though they did
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not know it ; but now all at cnce illumination
flashed upon both. They were ashamed to be
- found together, and in a mcment, in the twink-
ling of an eye, both of them became conscious
of the shame. They gave one glance at each

other, and then looked no more. What had

they been doing all those stolen hours ? — all
those foolish words, all those soft touches of
the warm rosy young fingers — what did they
all mean ? 'The shock was so great that they
scarcely moved or spoke for a minute, whizh
felt like an age. Perhaps it was greatest to
Jack, who saw evidently gfore him a paternal
remonstrance, against which his spirit rose, and
a of wild possibilities which made himn
. But still Pamela was the one whom it
med the most. She grew very pale,
child ! the tears came to her eyes. “ Oh,
what will he think of me 2 ”’ she said, wringing
her poor little hands. ‘ Never mind what he
thinks,” said Jack ; but he could not keep out
of his voice a certain tone which told the effect
which this scene had had upon him also. He
walked with her to the gate, but it was in a
dutifal sort of way. And then their shame
flashed mpon them doubly when Pamecla saw
her mother in the distance watching for her at
the door. “ Don’t come any farther,” she said
under her breath, not daring to look at him;
and thus thoy parted ashamed. They had not
only been scen by others; they had found
themselves out.

CHAPTER XVIII. — TREATING HI8 OWN CABE.

It may bo imagined after this with what sort
of feelings the unhappy Jack turned up the
avenus in cold blood, and walked home to din-
ner. He thought he knew what awaited him,
and yet he did ot know, for up to this moment
he had never come seriously in collision with his
father. He did not know what was going to
be said to him, what line of reproach Mr.
Brownlow would take, what he could reply;
for in peality he himself bad made as great or a

r discovery than his father had dome.

was as totally unaware what he meant as
Mr. Brownlow was. What did he mean?
Nothing —to be happy —to see the other fair
little creature happy, to praise her, to admire
ber, to watch her pretty ways — to see her look
with her dewy cyes, tender and sweet, into
:ﬁ face. That was all he had meant ; but now
that would answer no longer. If he had been
a little less brave and straightforward, Jack
would bave quailed at the prospect before bim.
He would have turned his back upon the awful
dinner-table, the awful hour after dinner, which
be felt awaited him. But at the same time his
spirit was up, and he could not run away.
went on doggedly, seeing before him in the dis-
tance his father still walking slowly, very slow-
ly he thought, up to thohouse. Jack had a great
t for his futher, but he had been so differ-

ently educated, his habits and ways of thinking
‘were so different, that pcrhaps in ordinary cases

He :
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the young man was a little impatient of pater-
nal direction ; and he did not kuow now how
he could bear it, if Mr. Brownlow took matters
with & high hand. Besides, even that was not
the most urgent question. How could he an-
swer any one ? what could he say for himself ?
He did not know what he meant. He could not
acknowledge himsclf a fool, and admit that he
meant nothing. His thoughts were not pleasant
as he went slowly after his father up the avenue.
Perhaps it would convey but an uncomfortable
impression of Jack were I to say that he had been
quite sincere, and was quite sincere even now in
what he had said about marriage. He had no

icular desire to change his own conditiun
in any way. The idea of taking new respon-
sibilities upon him had not yet enter¢d into his
mind. He had simply yiclded to a very pleas-
urable impulse, meaning no harm; and all at
once, without an{ warning, his pleasure had
turned into something terrible, and stood star-
ing at him with his father’s eyes — with eyes
still nore severe and awful than his father’s.
In an hour or two, perhaps even in a min-
ute or two, he would be calied to account;
and he could not tell what to answer. He was
utterly confounded and stupefied by the sud-
denness of the event, and by the startling revela-
tion thus made to him ; and now he was to be
called up to the bar, and examined as to whas
he meant. These thoughts were but necessary
companions as he went home where all this
awaited bim; and he did not know whether to
be relieved or to feel more disconcerted still,
when he met a messenger at the door, who had
just been sent in hot haste to the Rectory to ask
Mr. Hardcastle to join the Brownlows party —
a kind of thing which the Rector, in a general
way, had no great obf'eclion to do. Was Mr.
Hardcastle to be called in to help to lecture
him? This was the thought that crossed Jack’s
mind as he went —it must be acknowledged,
very softly and quietly — upstairs to his own
room. He met nobody on the way, and he was
glad. He let the bell ring out, and made sure
that everybody was ready, before he went down-
stairs. And be could not but fecl that he look-
ed like a culprit when finally he stole into the
drawing-room, where Mr. Hardcastle was wait-
ing along with his father and sister. Mr.
Brownlow eaid, “ You are late, Jack,” and
Jack’s guilty imagination read volumes in the
words ; but nothing else wassaid to him. The
dinner passed on as all dinners do; the conver-
sation was just as usual. Jack himself was
very eilent, though generally he had his own
opinion to give on most suhjects. As he sat
and listened. and allowed the talk to float over
his head, as it were, a strong conviction of the
. nothinzness of general conversation came over
him. He was full to brimming with his own
subject, and his father at least might be also

supposed to be thinking more of that than of
anything else. Yet here they were t.lking of
« the most trifling matters, feeling bound to talk
. of anything but the one thing. He had known
i this befure, no doubt, in theory, but for the first
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Sara left the room, it is not to be denied that

his heart gave a jump, thinking now perhaps

they would both open upon him. But still not
a word was said. Mr. Hardcastle talked in his
usual easy way, and with an evident uncon-
sciousness of any particular crisis. Mr. Brown-
low was perhaps more silent than usual, and
left the couversation more in the hands of his
guest. But he did not speak at his son, or
show him any displeasure. He was grave, but
otherwise there was no difference in him. Thus
the evening passed on, and not a word was said.
When Mr. Hardcastle went away Jack went
out with him to walk part of the way across the
park, and then onl¥ a certain consciousness
showed itself in his father’s face. Mr. Brown-
low gave his son a quick warning-look — one
lance, and no more. And when Jack returned
om his walk, which was a long and not a com-
fortable one, his father had gone to his room,
and all chances of collision were over for that
evening at least. He had escaped, but he had
not escaped from himself. On the contrary, he
sat half the night through thinking over the
matter. What was he to do3 —to go away
would be the easiest, perhaps in every way the
best. But yet, as he sat in the silence of the
night, a little fairy figure came and stood beside
him. Could he leave her, give her up, let her
remain to wake out of the dream, and learh bit-
terly by herself that it was all over? He had
never seen any oue like her. Keppel might
rave about his beauties, but not one of them was
fit to be named beside Pamela. So sweet too,
and fresh and innocent, with her dear little face
like a spring morning. Thinking of that, Jack
somehow glided away from his perplexities.
He made a leap back in his mind to that frosty,
icy day on which he had seen her in the carrier’s
cart— to the moment when she sprained her
ancle —to all the trifling pleasant events by
which they had come to this present point.
And then all at once, with a start, he came
back to their last meeting, which had been the
sweetest of all, and upon which hard fate, in the
shape of Mr. Brownlow, had so solemnly looked
in. Poor Jack! it was,the first time anythin
of the kind had ever happened to him. He
goue through a little flirtation now and then
before, no doubt, as is the common fate of man;
but as for any serious crisis, any terrible com-
plication like this, such a thing had never oc-
curred in his life; and the fact was, after all,
that the experienced-man-of-the-world character
he was in the habit of putting on did him no
service in the emergency. It emabled him to
clear his brow, and dismiss his uncomfortable
feelings from his face during the evening, but it
did him no good now that he was by himself ;
and it threw no light upon his future path.
He could talk a little polite cynicism now and
then, but in his heart he was young, and fresh,
and honest, and not cynical. And then Pamela.
It wa: not her fault. She had suffered him to
lead her along those primrose paths, but it was
always he who had led the way, and now was
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time it now appeared to him in reality. When | he to leave her alone to bear the disappo
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ment and solitude, and ibly the reproach?
She had gone home eonm, 31:[ near

and probably she had been scolded when
got home, and had been snffering for
doubt he too was suffering for her; but
starnest of fathers cannot afflict &
as a well meaning mother can
Poor little Pamela! perhaps at:
her pretty eyes were dim with tears.
Jack melted altogether and broke down.
was not one of them all that was fit to
candle to her — Sara! Sara was han
be sure, but no more to be compared
sweet little soul —— So he went on, the footi
young fellow. And if he did not know w
meant at night, he knew still less in the
ing, after troublous hours of thought,
great deal of discomfort and pain.

In the morning, however, what he had
dreading came. As bad luck would have it
met his father on the stairs going down o
breakfast ; and Mr. Brownlow beckoned his son
to follow him into the library, which Jack did
with the feelings of a victim. I want to spesk
to you, Jack,” Mr. Brownlow said ; and then
it came.

“ When I met you yesterday you were walk-

ing with the — with Mrs. Swasne’s yo
er,” said Mr. Brownlow, “ and it vn’i ::fdwy'
not for the first time. You must know, Jack,
that — that — this sort of thing will not do.
It puts me out as much— perhaps more than it
can put you out —to have to speak to you on
such a subject. I believe the girl is an inno-
cent girl ’—v

“ There can be no doubt about that, sir,”
x;led Jack, firing up suddenly and growing very

T hope not,” said Mr. Brownlow; “and I
hope —and I may say I believe — that you
don’t mean any harm. ' But it’s dan,

laying with edge-tools; harm might come of
1t before you knew what you were doing. Now
look here, Jack ; I know the time for sermons
is past, and that youm are rather dispos d to
think you know the world better thnm, but
I can’t leave you without warning. I believe
the girl is an innocent girl, as I have said; bat
there are different kinds of innocence — there is
that which is utterly beyond temptation, and
there is that which has sinply never becn
tempted.”

““It is not a question I can discuss, sir,” eried
Jack. “I beg your pardon. I know you doa’s
mean to be hard upon me, but as for calling in

uestion — her —innocence, I can’t have it.
he is as innocent as the angels; she do sm’t
understand what evil means.”

“I am glad you think 80,” said Mr. Brown-
low; “but let me have out my say. I don’t be-
lie‘:l in seduction in the ordinary sense of the
WO ” — :

“Sir!” cried Jack, starting to his feet with a
countenance flaming like that of an angry an.
gel. Mr. Brownlow only waved his hand and
went on.
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“ Let me have out my say. I tell you I don’t
believe in seduction ; but there are people in
the world — and the most part of the pbc:s)le in
the world — who are neither good nor , and

%0 such a sudden impulse one way or other may | sa

be e ng. I would not call down upon a
young man’s foolish head all the responsibility
of such & woman’s misery,”” said Mr. Brownlow,
thoughtfully, “but still it would be an awful
thought that somebody else might have turned
the unsteady balance the right way, and that
your folly had turned it the wrong. See, I am
not going into it as a question of personal vice.
That your own heart would tell you of ; but I
don’t believe, my boy —I don't believe you
meoan any harm. I say this to you once for all.
You could not, if you were a hundred times the
man you are, turn one true, good pure-hearted
girl wrong. I don’t believe any man could ; but
you might develop evil that but for you would
only have smouldered and never come to posi-
tive harm. Who can tell whether this poor child
is of the one character or the other? Don’t
iaterrupt me. You think you know, but you
can’t know. Mind what you are about. 'E:m
is all I am going to say to you, Jack.”

“ Itis too much,” cried §ack, bursting with
impatience, “ or it is not half, not a hundredth
n:nenongh. I, sir— do you think I would

her ? Not for anything that could be of-
fered me — not for all the world ! ”’ .

I have just said as much,” said Mr. Brown-
low, calmly. “ IfI had thought you capable
of a base intention I should have spoken very
differently ; bat intention is one thing, and re-
sult another. Take care. You can’t but harm
ber. To a girl in her position every word, every
look of that kind from a young man like you is
a kind of injury. You must know that. Think
if it had been Keppel — ah, Jou start — and
how is it different being you ?

“It may not be igcmnt, sir,” exclaimed
Jack, ‘“ bat this I know, I can’t carry on this
conversation. Keppel! any man in short —
that is what you mesn. Goo«{ heavens, how little
you know the creature you are talking of I She
talk o Keppel or to any one! If it was not
you who said it ——

Mr. Brownlow’s grave face relaxed for one
half moment. It did not come the length of a
swile, but it had unawares the same effect upon
his son which a momentary lightoning of the
clouds has, even though no break is visible.
The atmosphere, as it were, grew lighter. The
young man stopped almost without knowing it,
and his indignation subsided. His father under-

« 800d better than he thought.

“If all you say is true,” said Mr. Brownlow,
“‘and I am glad to see that you believe it at
least, how can you reconcile yourself to doing
sach & girl such an injury ?  You and she be-
long to different spheres. You can do her noth-
ing but harm, she can do you no good. What
result can you look for? What do you mean?

You maust see the truth of what I say.”

Upon which Jack fell silent, chilled in the
midst of his heat, struck dumb. For he knew
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v:? well that he had not meant anything; he
bad no result to propose. He had not gone so
far as to contemplate actual practical conse
quences, and he was ashamed and bad nothing te

% This is the real state of the case,” said Mr.
Brownlow, seeing his advanmie. “You have
both been fools, both you and she, but you the
worst, as being a man and knowing better ; and
now you see how mattors stand. It may give
you a little pang, and I fear it will give her a
pang too; but when I say you ought to make
an immediate end of it, I know I advise what is
best for both. I am not speaking to you as your
judge, Jack. Iam speaking to you as your
friend.”

* Thauks,” said Jack, briefly ; his heart was
full, poor fellow, and to tell the truth he said
even that much reluctantly, but honesty drew
it out of him. He felt that his father was his
friend, and had not been dealing hardly with
him. And then he got up and went to the win-
dow, and looked out upon the unsuspicious
shrubberies full of better thoughts. Make an end
of it! make an end of the best part of his life -—
make an end of her probably. Yes, it was a
very easy thing to say.

“I will not ask any answer or any promise,”
said Mr. Brownlow. ‘I leave it to your own
good sense and good fecling, Jack. There, that
18 enough ; and if I were you I would go to the
office to-day.”

This was all hesaid. He went out of the li-
brary leaving his son there, leaving him at lib-
erty to follow out his own reflections. And poor
Jack’s thoughts were not pleasant. When his
father was gone he came from the window, and
threw himself into the nearest chair. Make an
end of it! Yes, that was it. Easy to say, very
easy to advise, but how to doit? Was he simply
to skulk away like a villain, and leave her to
pine and wonder — for she would wonder and
pine, bless her! She believed in him, what-
ever other peoIle might do. Keppel, indeed !
as if she would leok at Keppel, much less talk
to him, walk with him, lift ﬁer sweet eyes to him
as she had begun to do. And good heavens,
this was to end! Would it not be beiter that
life itself should end ? That, perhaps, would
! please everybody just as well. Poor Jack ! this
was the wild way he got on thinking. until the
solemn butler opened the door and begged his
pardon, and told him breakfust was ready. He
could have pitched something at poor Willis’s
head with pleasure, but he did not do it. He
even got up, and thrust back his thoughts into
the recesses of his brain as it were, and after a
while settled his resolution and went to break-
. fust. That was one good of his higher breeding.
* It did not give him much_enlightenment us to
: what he should do, but it taught him to look as

if nothing was the matter with him, and to put
' his trouble in,his pocket, and face the ordin
! events of life without making a show of himself
or his emotions, which is always a triumph for
any man. He could not manage to eat much,
but he managed to bear himself much as usual,
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thouagh not entirely to conceal from Sara that
something had happened ; but then she was a
woman, and knew every change of his face. As
for Mr. Brownlow, he was pleased by his son’s
steadiness. He was pleased to see that he bore
it like a man, and bore no malice ; and he was
still more pleased when Jack jumped into the
dogcart, and took the reins without saying any-
thing about his intention. It is true the mare
had her way that morning, and carried them
into Masterton at the speed of an express train,
scattering everybody on her roate as if by
magic. Their course was as
of cavalry through the streots of the suburb they
had to go through. But notwithstanding
his recklessness, Jack drove well, and no-
body came to any harm. When he threw the
reins to the groom the mare was straining and
quivering in every mauscle, half to the admira-
tion, half to the alarm of her faithful attendant,
whose life was devoted to her. ¢ But, bless
vou, she likes it,”” he said in confidence to his
friends, when he took the palpitating animal to
her stable at the Green Man. Nothing she
likes better, though he’s took it out of her this
morning, he have. I reckon the governor have
becn a taking it out of im.”

The governor, however, was & man of hon-
our, and did not once azain recur to the subject-
matter on the way, which would have been dif-
ficult, nor during the long day which Jack
spent in the office within his father’s reach. In
the afternoon some one came in and asked him
suddenly to dinner, somewhere on the other side
of Masterton, and the poor young fellow con-
sented in a half despair which he tried to think
was prudence. He had been turning it over and
over in his mind all day. Muke anend of it!
These words seemed to be written all over the
office walls, as if it was 8o easy to make an end
ofit! And poor Jack jumped at the invitation in
despairing recklessness, plad to escape from
himself any how for the moment. Mr. Brownlow
thus went home alone. He was earlier than
usual, and he found Sara at Mrs. Swayne’s door,
praying, coaxing, and teasing Pamela to go up
the avenne with her. “ Oh, please, I would
rather not,” Mr. Brownlow heard her say, and
then he caught the quiet upward glance, full of
a certain wistful disappointment, as she looked
up and saw that Jack was not there. Poor Pa-
mela did not know what to say or what to
think, or how tolook him in the face for confu-
sion and shame, when he alizhted at the gate
and came towards the two girls And then for
the first time he began to talk to her, though her
mind was in such a strango confusion that she
could not tell what hesnid.” He talked and Sara
talked. drawing her along with them, she scarce-
ly could tell how, to the other side of the road,
to the great open gates. Then Mr. Brownlow
gave his daughter suddenly some orders for old
Betty ; and Pamela, in utter consternation and
alarm, found herself standing alone by his side,
with nobody to protect her. But he did not
look unkind. He looked down upon her on

good as a charge | ear.
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the countrary, pitifully, almost tenderly, with
a kind of fatherly kindness. “ My poor
child,” he said, “ You live with your meo-
ther, don’t you? I daresay yon must think it
dull sometimes. But Jife is dull to & great many
of us. You must not think of pleasare or
aunsement that is bought at the expense of bet-
ter things.”

«11” gaid Pamela, in surprise; “indeed I
never have any amusement ;’ and the colour
came up hotly in her cheeks, for she saw that
something was in the words more than met the

“ There are different kinds of amusement,”
said Mr. Brownlow. * Does not your mother
come out with you when you come to wak t
You are too young to be left by yourself. Don’t
be vexed witz me for saying so. You are buts
child ;—and I once knew some-one who was like
you,” he said, looking at her again with friendly
compassionate eyes. He was thinking as be
looked at her that Jack had been right. He was
even sorry in an inexorable way for her disap-

intment, her inevitable heartbreak, which he
ggped, at her age, would be got over lighdy.
Yes ; no doubt she was innocent, foolish, poor
little thing, and it was she who would have to
pay for that— but spotless and guileless all
through, down to the very depths of her dewy

eyes.
yPumela stood before her mentor with hee
cheeks blazing and burning and her eyes cast
down. Then she saw but too well what he had
meant. He had seen her }emmlay with his
son, and he had sent Mr. John away, and it
was all ended forever. This was what it meant,
as Pamela thought. And it was natural that
she should foel her heart rise against him. He
was very kind, but he was inexorable. She
stood by him with her heart swelling so against
her bosom that she thonght it would burst, but
too proud to make any sign. This was why
he had addressed her, brought her away from
her mother’s door, contrived to speak to her
alone. Pamela’s heart swelled, and & wild an-

r took possession of her ; but she stood ei-
ent before lim, and answered not a single word.
He had no claim upon her that she should take
his advice or obey him. To him at least she
had nothing to say.

‘It is true, my poor child,” he said agaim,
‘“ there are some pleasures that are very costly,
and are not worth the cost. You are angry,
but I cannot help it. Tell your mother, and
she will say the same thing as I do—and go
with her when you go out. You are very
ig:ng, and you will find this always the

t ).

I don’t know why you should speak to me
80,” said Pamela, with her heart beating as it
were in her very ears. ‘ Miss Brownlow goes
out by herself —I—I—am a poor girl —~I
cannot be watched always —and, oh, wh
should I, why should I7”’ cried the girl, wi
a little burst of ,passion. Her cheeks were
crimson, and her eyos were full, but she would
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not have dropped the tears that were brimming
over her eyelids, or let him see her crying —
vot for the world.

** Poor child ! ” said Mr. Brownlow. It was
all he said ; and it gave the last touch to her
nrpmoed rage and pas-ion — how did he dare
call her poor child? But Sara came out just
then from old Betty’s, and stood stock-still,
confounded by her friend’s looks. Sara could
see that something had happened, but she conld
not tell what it was. She looked from Pamela
to her father, and from her father to Pamela,
and could make nothing of it.  What is the
matrer ?”’ she asked, in surprise; and then it
was Pamela’s turn-to bethink herself, and de-
fend her own cause.

*“There is nothing the matter,” she said,
“~xcept that you have left me standing here,
Miss Brownlow, and I must go home. I have
my own buriness to think of, but I can’t expect
you to think of that. There is nothing
wrong.”

*“ You are angry because I left you,” said
Sara, in dismay. “ Don’t be so foolish, Pame-
la. I had something to say to old Betty —
and then papa was here.”

¢ And mamma is waiting for me,” raid Pa-
mela in her passion. “ Good-bye. She wants
me, ‘;nd you doll:'t. And I d:resga&;ve a]l:al)
not be very long bere. Good-night, -night.”
Thaue ol::{eﬁ them, running, so that sh:lgconld
not hear any call, though indeed her heart was
beating tvo loud to let anvthing else be audible,
Jjurring agaiast her ears like an .instrument out
of tume. “She has got her father —she
doesn’t want me. Nobody wants me but mam-
ma. We will go away — we will go away!”
Pamela said to herself : and she ran passionate-
ly across the road, and disappearcd before any-

ing could be done to detain her. The father
and daoghter looked after her from the gate
with different thoughts: Sara amazed and a
little indignant — Mr. Brownlow very grave

rompuassionate, knowing how it was.

“ What ails her ?” said Sara — “ papa, what
is the matter ? Is she frightened for you? or
what h’s,we 1done? I never saw her like this

“You should not have left her so long by
herself,” said Mr. Brownlow, geizing upon Pa-
mela’s own pretext.

** You told me to go,” cried Sara, irjured.
“ [ never thought little Pamela was so quick-
tempered. Let me go and tell her I did not
mean it. [ will not stay a moment — wait for
we, papa.”

¢ Not now,”’ said Mr. Brownlow ; and he took
bis danghter’n arm, and drew it within his own
with quiet decision. * Perhaps you have taken
too much notice of little Pamela. It is not al-
ways kind. though you mean it to be kind.
Leave her to herself now. I have something to
say to you,” and he led her away up the ave-
nwus. It was nothing but the promise of this
tomething to say which induced Sara, much
azsinet her will, to leave her little friend un-
cvasvied ; but she yiclded, and she was not re-
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warded for yielding. Mr. Brownlow had noth-
ing to say that either explained Pamela’s sud-
den passion or threw any light upon other
matters which might have been still more in-
teresting. However, she had been taken home,
and dinner was impending before Sara was
(uite aware of this, and Pamela, poor child, re-
mained unconsoled.

She was not just then thinking of consola-
tion. On the contrary, she would have refused
any consolation Sara could have offered her
with a kind of youthful fury. She rushed
home, poor child, thinking of nothing but of
taking refuge in her mother’s bosom, and com-
maunicating her griefs and injuries. She was
still but a child, and the child’s impnlse was
strong upon her ; notwithstanding that all the
former innocent mystery of Mr. John’s atten-
tions had been locked in her own bozom, not ro
much for secrecy’s sake as by reason of that
‘““gweet shamefacedness ” which made her re-
luctant, even to herself, to say his name, or
connect it anyhow with her own. Now, as wus
natural, the lesser pressure yielded to the great-
er. She had been insulted, as she thought, ber
feelings outraged in cold blood, reproach cast
upon her which she did not deserve, and all hg
the sccret inexorable spectator whose look ha:
destroyed her young happiness, and dispelled
all her pleasant dreams. ghe rushed in just in
time to hide from the world — which was rep-
rescnted by old Betty at her lodge window, and
Mrs. Swayne at her kitchen door — the great
hot scalding tears, big and sudden, and violent
as a thunderstorm, which were coming in a
flood. She threw the door of the little parlour
open, and rushed in and flung herself down at
her mother’s feet. And then the passion of
sobs that had been coming burst forth. Poor
Mrs. Preston in great alarm gathered up the
little figure that lay at her feet into her arms,
and asked, “ What was it? — what was the
matter ?”’ making a hundred confused inquir-
ies; until at last, seeing all reply was impossi-
ble, the mother only soothed her child on her
bosom, and held her close, and called her all
the tender names that ever a mother’s fancy
could invent. **My love, my darling, my own
child,”” the poor woman said, holding her clos-
er and closer, trembling with Pamela’s sobs,
beginning to feel her own heart beat loud in her
bosom, and imagining a thousand calamities.
Then by degrees the short broken story came.
Mr. John had been very kind. He used to
ﬁ" sometimes, and to say a word or two, and

r. Brownlow had seen them together. No,
Mr. John had never raid anything — never, oh,
never anything that he should-not have said —
always had been like — like — Rude! Mam-
ma! No, never, never, neverl And Mr.
Brownlow had come and spoken to her. He
had said — but Pamecla did not know what he
had ssid. He had been very crucl, and she
knew that for her sake he had sent Mr. John
away. ‘The dogcart had come up without him.
The cruel, cruel father had come alone, and Mr.
John was banished — * And it is all for my
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sake!” This was Pamela’s story. She
thought in her heart that the last was the worst
of all, but in fact it was the thing which gave
zest and piquancy to all. If she had known
that Mr. John was merely out at dinner, the
chances are that she would never have found
courage.to tell her pitiful tale to her mother.
But when the circamstances are so tragical the
poor little heroine-victim becomes strong. Pa-
mela’s disappointment, her anger, and the bud-
ding sentiment with which she regarded Mr.
John, all found expression in this outburst.
She was not to see him to-night, nor perhaps
ever again. And she had been seeing him
most days and most evenings, always by chance,
with a sweet unexpectedness which made the
expectation always the dearer. When that was
taken out of her life, how gray it became all in
a moment. And then Mr. Brownlow had pre-
sumed to scold her, to blame her for what she
had been doing, she whom nobody ever blamed,
and to talk as if she sought amusement at the
cost of better things. And Pamela was virtu-
ously confident of never seeking amusement.
“ He spoke as if I were one to go to balls and
things,” she said through her tears, not remem-
bering at the moment that she did sometimes
think longingly of the youthful indulzences
common enough to other young people from
which she was shut out. All this confused and
incoherent story Mrs. Preston picked up in
snatches, and had to piece them together as
best she could. And as she was not a wise
woman, likely to take the highest ground, she
took up what was perhaps the best in the point
of view of consolation at least. She took her
child’s part with all the unhesitating devotion
of a partisan. True, she might be uneasy
about it in the bottom of her heart, and startled
to see how much farther than she thought things
had gone ; but still in the first place and above
all, she was Pamela’s partisan, which was of all
devices that could have been contrived the one
most comforting. As soon as she had got over
her first surprise, it came to her natarally to
pity her child, and pet and caress her, and agree
with her that the father was very cruel and un-
sympathetic, and that poor Mr. John had been
carried off to some unspeakahle banishment.
Had she heard the story in a different way, no
doubt she would have taken up Mr. Brownlow’s
role, and prescribed prudence to the unwary lit-
tle girl ; but as soon as she understood that Pa-
mela had beon blamed, Mrs. Preston naturally
took up arms in her child’s defence. She laid
her daughter down to rest upon the horsehair
sofa, and got her a cup of tea, and tended her
as if she had been ill ; and as she did so all her
faculties woke up, and she called all her reason
together to find some way of mending matters.
Mr. John! Might he perhaps be the protector
— the beat of all protectors — with whom she
could leave her child in full security? Why
should it not be s0? When this wonderful
new idea occurred to her, it made a great com-
motion in her mind, and called to life a project
which she had put aside some time before. It
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moved her so much, and took such decided snd
immediate form, that Mrs. Preston even let fall
hints incomprehensible to Pamela, and to which,
indeed, absorbed as she was, she gave but little
attention. “ Wait a little,” Mrs. Preston said,
“ wait a little; we may do better than you think
for. Your poor mother can do but little for
you, my pet; but yet we may find friends” —
“I don’t know who can do snything for us,”
Pamela answered, disconsolately. And thes
her mother nodded her head as if to herself, and
went with the gleam of a superior constantly in
her eye. The plan was one that could not be
revealed to the child, and about which, indeed,
the child, wupfed up in her-own thoughts, was
not curious. It was not a new intention. It
was a plan she had been hoarding up to be
Ln:de n;oof sh(;n{d she bl:em—.b‘:lu there
any danger of lea r aughter
aloneyin the world. Now, thm ven, the
catastrophe was not so appalling as that, and
yet it was appalling, for Pamela’s happiness
was concerned. She watched over her child
through all that- evening, soothed, took her
purt, adopted her point of view with a readiness .
that even startled Pamela; and all the time she
was nursing her project in her own heart. Un-
der other circumstances, no doubt, Mrs. Preston
would have been grieved. if not angry, to hear
of the sudden rapid development of interest in
Mr. John, and all their talks and sccideatal
meet.in% of which she now heard for the first
time. But Pamela’s outburst of grief and rage
had taken her mother by siorm ; and thea, if
some one else had assailed the child, whom had
she but her mother to take her partt This
was Mrs. Preston’s reasoning. And it was
quite as satisfactory to her as if it had been a
great deal more convincing. Sho laid all hee
plans as she soothed her little daughter, shak-
ing a8 it were little gleams of comfort from the
lappets of her cap, as she nodded reasoningly st
her child. ‘We may find friends yet. Pame-
la,” she would say; ‘‘ we are not so badly off
as to be without friends.” Thus she concealed
her weakness with a mild hopefulness, knowing
no more what results they were to bring about,
what uoknown wonders would come out of
them, than did the little creature by her side,
whose thoughts were bounded by the narrow
circle which centred in Mr. John. Pamels was
thinking, where was he now ? was he thinki:.
of her ? was he angry because it was throun
her he was suffering ? and then with bitter
youthfal disdain of the cruel father who had
vanished him and reproved her, and who had
0o right —no right! Then the little girl, when
her passion was spent, took up another kind of
thought — the light of anger and resistance be-
gan to fade out of hereyes. After all, she was
a poor girl — they were all poor, everybody be-
longing to her. And Mr. Johu was a rich
man’s son. Would it, perhaps, be right for the
two poor women to steal away, softly, sadly, as
they came ; and go out into the world agasin,
and leave the man who was rich and strong, and
had a right to be happy, to come back and enjoy
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his good things ? Pamela’s tears and her looks
both ch with her thoughts — her waver-
ing prewy colour, the flush of agitation and
emotion went off her cheeks, and left her pale
as the sky is when the last sunset tinge has dis-
sppeared out of it. Her tears became cold
tuars, wrang out as from a rock, instead of the
bot, passionate, abundant rain. She did not
say anyihing, but shivered and cried piteously
om her mother’s shoulders, and complained of
eold. Mnrs. Preston took her to bed, as if she
had been still a child, and covered her up, and
dried her eyes, and sat by the pale little crea-
tare till sleep stepped in to her help. But the

had not cuanged this time in sympathy
witn her child. She was supported by some-
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to read them, but he did not know what he was
readiug. Till one o’clock! It was but ten
o’clock then. No doubt it might be some of
her foolish complaints, some of the grievances
she was constantly accumulating ; or, on the
other hand, it might be— ﬁr. Browalow
drew his curtain aside for a minute, and he saw
that yoang Powys was sitting at his usual desk.
The young man had fallen back again inw the
cloud from which he had seemed to be deliv-
ered at the time of his visit to Brownlows. He
was not working at that moment ; he was lean-
ing his head on his band, and gazing with a
very downcast look at some minute characters
on & bit of paper befure him — calculations of
some kind it seemed. Looking at him, Mr.

thing Pamola heard not of. “ We may find | Browulow saw thas he began to look shabby —
friends — we are not so helpless as that,” she ' white at the elbows, as well as clouded and
said t herself; and even Pamela’s sad looks | heavy over the eyes. He drew back the curtain
did not change her. 'She knew what she was i again and returned to his place, but with his
foing to do. And it seemed to her, as to most mind too much agitated even for a pretence at

nexperienced plotters, that her pian was elabo-
rate and wise iu the extreme, and that it must
bo crowned with success.

CHAPTER XIX. —PH@EBE THOMBON.

It was only two days after this when Mr.
Brownlow roccived that message from old Mrs.
Fenuell which dist.urbeg hg]m so mll:ch. T?e

was brought ancy, who was in
mﬁoe waiting for him’,'when hye made his ap-
in the morning. Naucy, who had
mMn. Thomson’s maid, was not a fa-
wourite with Mr. Brownlow, and both she and
her present mistress were aware of that; but
Mrs. Fennell’s message was urgent, and no oth-
or messenger wus to be had. ‘‘ You was to
come direccly, that was what she said.” Such
was Naacy’s commission. She was a very tall
geuot old womnan, aud she stood very upright
and detiant, as in an enemy’s country, and no
could draw any more from her. “ She
didn’c sell me what she was a-wanting of. I'm
20t One as can be trusted,” said Nancy. “ You
‘was %0 go directly, that was what she said.”

“Is she ill 7 ” said Mr. Brownlow.

“ No, she ain’t ill. She’s crooked; but she’s
always crooked since ever I knew her. You
wus to come directly ; that’s all as [ know.”

“ Is it about something she wauts?” said
Mr. Brownlow again ; for he was keeping him-
seif down, and trying not to allow his anxiety
%0 be re-awaken: “1 am very busy. My son
shall go over. Or if she will lot me know what
it is she wants ”’ —

*She wants you,” said Nancy. * That’s

she wants. 1 can’t say no more, for, I
scorn to deny it, I don’t know no more ; but it
sin’t Mr. Jonn she wants, it’s you.”

“Then tell her I will come about one
o’clock,” said Mr. Brownlow ; and he returned
w his papers. But this was only a pretence.
He would not let even such a despicable adver-
sary as old Nancy see that the uews disturbed
hin. He went on with his papers, pretending

.

work. Had the old woman’s message anything
to do with this youth? Had his calculutiouns,

| which he was attending to when he ought to

have been doing his work, any connection with
Mrs. Fennell’s sudden summons ? Mr. Browu-
low was like a man surrounded by ghosts, and
he did not know from what quarter or in what
shape they might next assail him. But he had
80 &r lost his self-command that he could not
wait and fight with his assailants till the hour
he mentioned. He took up his hat at last, har-
riedly, and called to Mr. Wrinkell to say that
he was going out. I shall be back in half an
hour,” Mr. Brownlow said. The head clerk
stood b{ and watched his employer go out, and
shook his head. “ He’ll retirte before long,”
Mr. Wrinkell said to himself. * You’ll sce he
will; and I would not give a sixpence for the
business after he is gone.”” But Mr. Brownlow
was not aware of this thought. He was think-
ing nothing aboat the business. He was asking
himself whether it was the compouad interest
that young Powys was calcu ating, and what
Mrs. Fenuell knew ahout it. All gis spectres,
after 8 moment of ineffoctual repression, were
bursting forth again.

Mrs. Fennell had put on her best cap. She
had put it on in the morning before even she
had seot Nancy with her message. It was a
token to herself of a great emergency, even if
her son-in-law did not recognize it as such. And
she eat in state in her little drawing-room, which
was not adorned by any flowers from Browa-
lows at that momeant, for Sura had once more
forgotten her duties, and had not for a long
time gone to see her grandmother. But there
was more than the best cap to signalise the
emergency. The fact was, that its wearer was
in a very real and genuine state of excitement.
It was not protence but reality which freshened
her forehead under her grim bands of false hair,
and made her eyes shine from amid their wrin-
kles. Shehad seatod herselfin state on a high arm.

[ chair, witu a high footstool ; but it was because,

really and without pretence, she had something

| w0 say which warrunted all her preparations. A
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gleam of pleasnre flashed across her face when
she heard Mr. Brownlow knock at the door.
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notwithstanding their present purpose, *‘ shone
clear with hounour,” looking ?nw her bleard

1 thought he’d come sooner than one,” she | and twinkling orbs. What horrid impulse was
said, with irrepressible satisfaction, even though | it that, for the first time, united two such differ-

Nancy was present. She would not betray the
secret to the maid whom she did not trust, but
" she could not but make a little displiy to her
of the power she still rctained. “ Iknew he’d
come,” she went on, with exultation ; to which
Nancy, on her part, could not but give a pro-
vokini reply.

“ ‘Them .as plots against the innocent always
comes early,” said Nancy. * I’ve took notice of
that afore now.”

“And who is it in this house that plots
against the innocent ? ” said Mrs. Fennell with
trembling rage. “‘I'ake you care what you say
to them that’s your mistress, and more than
your mistress. You’re old, and you'd find it
harder than you think to get another home like
this. Go and bring me the thiogs I told you
of. You've got the money. If it wasn’t for
curiosity and the key-hole you’d been gone be-
fore now."”

“ And if it wasn’t as there’s something to be
cur’us about it you wouldn't have seat me, not
you,” said Nancy, which was so near the truth
that Mrs. Fennell trembled in her chair. But
Nancy did not feel disposed to go to extremities,
and as Mrs. Brownlow entered she disxppeared.
He had grown pale on his way up the stairs.

The moment had come when, perhaps, he must | gasp.

heur his own secret discovery proclaimed as it
were on the housetop, and it cannot be deuied
that he had grown pale.

“ Well 2" he said, sitting down opposite to
his mother-in-law on the nearest chair. Ilis
breath and his courage were both gone, and he
could not find another word to say.

“ Well, John Brownlow,”’ she said, not with-
out a certain triumph mingled wirth her agita-
tion. “But before I say & word let us muke
sure ’t’hat Nancy and her long ears is out of the
way.

b’/vir. Brownlow rose with a certain reluctance,
opened the door, and looked up and down the
stair. When he camne in again, a flush had
taken the place of his paleness, and ho came and
drew his chair close to Mrs. Fennell, bunding
forward towards her. “ What is the matrer ?
he said : *“is it anything you want, or anything
I can do for you ! ‘T'ell me what it is!”

“If it was anything as I wanted, it might
pass,” said Mrs. Fennell, with a little bitterness ;
‘ you know well it wasn’t that you were think-
ing of. But I don’t want to lose tine. There's
no time to be lost, John Brownlow. What I've
fot to say to you is that ske’s been to sve me.

’ve seen her with my own eyes.”

“ Who 2’ said Mr. Brownlow.

Then the two looked at each other. She,
keen, eager, and old, with the cunning of age
in her face, a heartless creature, beyond all im-
pressions of honesty or pity — he, & man, very
open to suth influences, with a heart botn true
and tender, and vct as eager, more anxious than
she. They faced each other, he with eyes which,

ent beings thus ?

“I've seen her,” said Mrs. Fennell
““ There’s no good in naming names. 8he's
turned up at last. I might have played you
false, John Brownlow, and made betier friends
for myself, bat 1 thought of my Bessie’s bairns,
and I gluyod you true. She came to see mo
yes y. My heart’s beating yet, and I can't
get it stopped. 1've seen her — seen her with
wmy own eyes.”

* That woman ? Pheebe ?” — Mr. Brows-
low's voice dicd away in his throas; he coaid
not pronounce the last word. Coid of
perspiration rose to his forehead. He sank back
in his chair, never taking his eyes from the weird
old woman who kept nodding her head at him,
and gave no other reply. ‘I'hus it had come
upon him at last without any disgnise. His
face was as wite as if he hnd fuinted; his
strong limbs shook ; his eyes were glavsy and
without expression. Had he been anyshing bas
a strong man, healthy in braia and in fiawe, he
would have had a fit. But he was healthy acd
strong ; 8o strong that the horrible crisis passed
over him, and hv came to himself by degrees,
and was not harmed.

“ But you did not know her,” he said with a
. * You never saw hor; you toid me so.
How could you telt it was she ¢

“ Tell, indeed!” said Mrs. Fennell, with
scorn ; *‘ me that knew her mother so well, and
Fennvil that was her blood relation! Bat she
did not muke any difficuity about it. She told
mo her name, and asked all about her old moth-
er, and if she ever forgave her, and would have
cried about it, the fool, thoagh she’s near as old
as me.”

“ Then she did not know ? ” said Mr. Browa-
low, with a great jump of his labouring breast.

*Know ! 1 never gave her time to say what
she knew or what she did not know,” cried Mrs.
Fennell. ““ Do you thiuk I was guing to have
her there, hanging on, mkini questions, and
maybe Nancy coming in that knew her once !
I hope I know better than that, for my Beusie’s
children’s sake. 1 packed her off, that was
what I did. I asked her how she could dare to
come nigh me as was an honest woman, and
had nothing to do with fools that run away. [
told her sne broke hor mother’s heact, and sv
she would, if she had had & heart to break. [
sent her off quicker than she came. You have
no call to be dissatisficd with me.”

_ Here John Brownlow’s heart; which was in
his breast all this tine, gave a greac throb of
indignation and prowest. Buat he stitled it, and
said nothing. He had to bring himself duwa
to the level of his fcllow-conspirator. He had
no leisure to be pitiful : a little more courtesy
or a littlo less, what did it mtter ?  1le gave &
sigh, which was almost like a gruan, to relieve
himself a little, but he could not speak.

“ Oh yes, she came to me to bo her friend,”
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said the old woman, with triumph: “talking
of her mother, indeed ! 1f her mother had bad
the heart of a Christian, she would have pro-
vided for my poor Fennell and me. And to
ask me to wrong my Bessie’s children for a wo-
man I never saw ”’ —

“ What did she ask you ? ”” said Mr. Brown-
low, sternly : “ better not to talk about hearts.
What did she know ? what did she say ?”

“John Brownlow,” said Mrs. Fennell,
“ you've not to speak like that to me, when I’ve
Just been duing you & service against myself,
asit were. Butit was not for you. Don’t you
think it was for you. It was for mr Bessie’s
bairns. What do you think she would know ?
Bhe’s been away for years and years. She’s
been a-sotdiering at the other side of the world.
Bat I could have made her my friend for ever,
and got a good provision, and no need to ask
for anything I want. Don’t you think I can’t
see that. 1t was for their sake.”

Mr. Brownlow waved his hand {mpatiently ;
bat still it was true that he had brought him-
self to her level, and was in her power. After
this there was a silence, broken only by the
old woman’s exclamations of triumph. “Oh
yes; I sent her away. I am not one that
thinks of myself, though I might have made a
kind friend,”’ said Mrs. Fennell ; and her son
intently sat and listened to her, gradually grow-
ing inseusible to the honour, thinking of the
emergency ulone.

“ Did 8{16 say anything about her son?’’ he
asked at last; he glanced round the room as he
did so with a little alarm. He would scarcely
have beea surprised had he seen young Powys
manding behind him with that calculation of
com d interest in his hand.

“] don’t know about no son,” said Mrs.
Fennell. “Do you think I gave her time to
talk* I tell you I packed her off faster, a deal
faster, than she came. ‘I'he impudence to come
to me! But she knows you, John Brownlow,
sad if she goes to you, you had best mind what

say. Folk tnink you’re a good lawyer,
m I never had any opinion of your law.
You're a man that would blurt a thing out, and
never thiuk if it was prudent or not. she goes
to you, she’ll gotit all out of you, unless you
send her to me —ay, send her to me. To come
g{ ery about her mother, the old fool, and not

short of my age ! ”

“ What was she like ?”” said Mr. Brownlow

n. He did not notice the superfluous re-
marks she made. He took her answer into his
mind, aod that was all ; and, as for her opinion
of himself, what did that matter to him? At
sny other time, he would have smiled.

¢ Like? Idon’t know what she was like,”
said Mrs. Fennell; ““ always a plain thing all
her life, though she would have made me think
that Fennell once —stuff and nonsense, and
s of lies —like? She was like — Nancy,
that kind of tall creature. Nancy was a kind
of & relation, too. But as for what she was
like in particular, I dido’t pay no attention.
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She was dressed in things I wouldn’t bave given
sixpence for, and she was in a8 way ”’ —

‘“ What sort of a way? What brought her
here? How did she find you out?” said Mr.
Brownlow. ¢ Afterwards I will listen to your
owh opinions. 1 beg of you to be a little more
exact. Tell me simply the facts now. Re-
member of how much importance it is.”’

“If I had not known it was of importance,
I should not have sent for you,” said Mrs. Fen-
nell ; “and as for my opinions, I’ll give them
when I think proper. You are not the man to
dictate to me. She was in a way, and she
came to me to stand her friend. She thoughe
I had influence, like. I didn’t tell her, John
Brownlow, as she was all wrong, and I hadn's
no influence. It’s what I ought to have, me
that brought the mother of these children into
the world ; but folks forget that, and also that
it was of us the money came. I told her noth-
ing, not a word. It’s least said that’s soonest
mended. I sent her away, that’s all that you
want to know.” :

Mr. Brownlow shook his head. It#was not
all he wanted to know. He knew it was not
over, and ended with this one appearance,
though his dreadful auxiliary thought 8o in her
ignorance. For him it was but the beginuing,
the first step in her work. There were still
five months in which she conld make good her
claims, l:md find them out first, if she did not
know them, prove anything, everything, as
ple did in such cases. But herydid not el:let:;
into vain explanations.

“It is not all over,” he said. ‘“Do not
think so. She will find something out, and
she will turn up again. I want to know where
she lives, and how she found you out. We are
not done with her yet,” said Mr. Brownlow,
again wiping the heavy moisture from his
brow.

“ You are done with her if you are not a
fool to go and seek her,” said Mrs. Fennell.
] can’t tell you what she is, nor where she is.
She’s Phabe Thomson. Oh, yes, you’re fright-
ened when I say her name — frightencd that
Nancy should hear; but I sent Nuncy out on
purpose. I am not one to forget. Do you
think I got talking with her to find out every-
thing ? I sent her away. That’s what I did
for the children, not asking and asking, and
making a talk, and putting things into her head
as if she was of consequence. I turned her to
the door, that’s what 1 did ; and if you're not a
fool, John Browalow, or if you huve any pa-
tural love for your children, you’ll do the
same.”

Again Mr. Brownlow groaned within himself,
but he could not free himself fiom this associate.
It was one of the consequences of evil-doing,
the first obvious one which had come in his way.
He had to bear her insults, to put himself on
her level, even to be, as she was, without com-

unction. Their positions were changed, and
it was he now who was in the old wotnan’s pow-
er; she had a hundred supposed injuries hoard-



From Dr. Bigelow’s ** Modern Inquiries.”

HOMER AND THE CLASSICS.

THE mystery attending the person of
Homer, and the obscurity which veils the
Homeric age, have given to the “Iliad ” a
human if not divine interest, hardly sur-

assed in effect and duration by that of the
¥’entateucb itsell. A work, finished in its
character and wonderful in itg poetic inspir-
ation, which preceded authentic history and
failed to record its own, may well stimulate
the curiosity and deep interest of the world.
It appeared when society was fresh and
primitive, and struck its roots deep in a soil
unoccupied by competing growths. It in-
vented, portrayed, and exaggerated things
acceptable to the in which it appeared.
It sounded the depths of the human heart as
it then existed, a compound of savage im-
pulses, grasping credulity, and strong hu-
man yearnings. On this basis it construct-
ed gods and heroes, and finished them with
a completeness and individuality of charac-
ter not to have been expected from the ex-
i:ting age and the limited materials which
that age afforded. The miracle of its com-
position :s exceeded only by that of its pres-
ervation. From obscure and shaduwy be-

innings, it has descended through nearly

ree thousand years of accumulating hom-
age, to receive from loyal worshippers its
apotheosis at the present day. It is not
enough that it was applauded and held up
as a model by the writers <f antiquity. Its
fame bad no. culminated till the nineteenth
century ; and we now see it occupying a
throne in the schools and universities, at
least of England, of which the steos belong
to the very structure and machinery of
church and s.ate. The word * learning ”
now means a knowle lge of Greek literature,
and the name * scholar ” is accorded to none
but those familiar with the works of Homer
and his countrymen: Within three years,
three new metrical versions of the * Iliad ” #
bave been added to the dozen previously
existing translations. The Homeric poems
have been placed, by more writers than one,
by the side of the Holy Scriptures; and

r. Gladstone, the distinguished statesman
and churchman, in his voluminous work of
« Studies on Homer,” instructs us, that « the

ms of Homer may be viewed, in the
1 hilosophy of human nature, as the comple-
ment oF the earliest portion of the Sacred

Records.”

* By Lord Derby, Blaikie, Herschell, Wright,
Simcox, Dart, and others.

HOMER AND THE CLASSIOS.

Such is the exclusive devotion, if not the

fanaticism, cf the present day, which places
the successful but imaginative of a
semi-barbarous age above all the acquire-

ments&lv;hich ha;e since rendtlned our ter-
restrial life worth possessing. Its savage at-
tributes, brute instincts, :Ed excepﬁo.ﬁ:hle
morality, override the more modern seati-
ments of humanity, honor, and Christian
charity. The gods who preside in this scen-
ic exhibition are tainted with every vice
which has since d led their sappund
subordinates of the human race. Cruelty,
revenge, deceit, hatred, unrelenting rancor,
and unbridled lust, are the qualities which
call for admiration in a generation
ing to feel and practise virtues of an
site nature. An exterminating war is un-
dertaken for the sake of a vacillating adul-
teress, and its principal heroes guarrel im-
placably about the ssion of their female
slaves. Indomitable rage exalts and apolo-
izes for all acts of injustice and atrocity.
he consummation of heroism is to
and then butchet a fallen foe. Ulysses, the
hero of the “ Odyssey,” on his return home,
winds up that poem by a wholesale
ter of his disorganized subjects, hangs up a
dozen censurable fumales in a row, and
Melanthius to a lingering death by ual
mutilation, much atter the manner of a
modern Chinese execution, by vivisection
into inch-pieces.

But there are lesser improprieties, which
perbaps find a parallel in more modern
times. Diomede and Glaucus meet on the
field of battle, and, instead of attending to
their duty, which is to fight, they fall into a
long discussion about their pedigr ses, and
compare the generations of men to leaves,
— a8 poets in all ages have done, from Job
to Dr. Beattie. The interview ends in a
trading operation, in which one party getsa
set of golden arms in exchange for ome of
brass, the estimated value of which, by the
statemeat, is n:lt. l: tenthhpul;t of that of the
former ; and although the bargain appears
to have been manggd by Jupiter, w?)wok
away the brains of one of the ies for
the purpose, nevertheless it might at the
present day have been legaiy accounted s
swindle of the first magnitude.

Achilles, having killed Hector, drags him
by the heels three times round the walls of

; and in successive days he recreates
himself by repeat:ng the same process round
the tomb of Patroclus. This classical tale,
the stereotyped wonder of the schoolboys of
Christendow, has its parallel in the of
the Oriental Caliph, who, having cut off the
head of his enemy, afterwards occupied him-
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HOMER AND THE CLASSICS.

self for twelve hours in kicking it round his
courtyard.

At the present day, men speak with en-
thusiasm of the ¢ revival ” of classical liter-
ature as the great event, era, and landmark
of intellectnal progress in modern times.
But this so-called revival of literature was
not the production of any new light. The
best that can be said in its behalf is, that it
was a partial return to the state of things
that existed in the Periclean and Augustan
zu. And what men knew in either of

ose ages was not a tenth part of what they
know now. Notwithstanding the tradition-
al acclamation which has heralded their
praise down to this time, we are not certain
that they excelled their remote descendants
of the present day in any desirable acquisi-
tion or accomplishment. In their gymnas-
tic and musical exhibitions, they are said.to
have driven, spoken, suni, and danced with
success, if not always wit! glropriety. Their
poetry, in its power of delighting the ear or
moving the passions, might have been equal
to ours, but was in no "respect superior.
Their forensic and ular oratory was
elaborate, powerful, brilliant, and effective ;
and 8o at the present day are those of every
cultivated nation in Europe and America.
They had popular exhibitions of drama, both
comic and pathetic. The Greeks had bac-
chanalian orgies, and the Romans gladiato-
rial combats, in which they publicly butch-
ered captives in the presence of ferocious
audiences, and threw living victims to wild
beasts for the amusement of crowds of re-
fined spectators. The untold horrors of
their slavery have not eften been thought
of sufficient account to encumber minutely
the pages of their history. In their social
relations they were licentious and exquisite-
ly depraved. In their donrestic habits they
were primitive, destitute, and uncleanly.
The absence of books and scarcity of writ-
ing pl:)?hde popular education a thing of im-

ity.

It is obvious, then, that, after the fluc-
tuating continuance of a most imperfect
civilization for some thousands of years, a
change, if it come at all, must come, not,
as it has been wrongly supposed, in the
form of a renaissance, or reproduction of
anything that had existed before, but in
the shape of a new creation, a new laying-
out of unexplored territory, a new planting
of virgin soil with seeds unknown to former
eultivators, of seeds pregnant with an abun-
dant harvest, with new fruits and flowers,
worthy of the acceptance and enjoyment of
an improved and appreciative race.

The Reformation, the exodus of Greeks
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from Constantinople, the revival of letters,
and the restoration of art, are familiar
words which mark the concurrent influence
of different agencies in revolutionizing the
social condition of men a few centuries ago.
They are so many instruments by which
the indispensable 1nfluence of Christianity
has been truly and slowly developed to the
world. But at the root of all these agen-
cies, and deep and far beyond and above
them, was the vivifying nurture of utilita-
rian science. The world mainly owes its

resent advanced and civilized state to the
influence of certain physical discoveries
and inventions of comparatively recent
date, among which are conspicuous the
printing-press, the mariner’s compass, the
steam-engine, and the substitution of ma-
chinery for manual labor. The materials
and agents for these and other like im-
provements have existed ever since the
creation of the world; but the wminds of
competent and qualified thinkers, being ab-
sorbed in less profitable studies, had not
been turned effectively upon them or upon
their uses. There was electricity in the
clouds, there were loadstones in the moun-
tains, cataracts in rivers, and steam in
household utensils. But the world rolled
on; empires and dynasties and ages of bar-
barism passed away, and left the minds of
men engaged in superstitious rites, in scho-
lastic studies, and in fruitless or pernicious
controversies. We owe the great debt of
modern civilization to the ~enterprising,
acute, patient, and far-seeing innovators
who, during the last few centuries, have
broken away from the prescribed and beat-
en track of their predecessors, and have
given their energies to developing, direct-
ing, and utilizing the illimitable forces of
the material world. If these very men bad
given up their time to the objectless contro-
versies of the schools, or to the more inno-
cent and agreeable studies of Latin and
Greek, ignoring the great and vital prob-
lems of physical scicnce, the dark ages
would still have prevailed in Europe, and
America might gmve remained an nndis-
covered wilderness.

The mere lapse of time furnishes nothing
to human improvemeunt. Neither does the
endless inculcation, on successive genera-
tions, of the obsolete studies of their fathers.
Metals might have slept in their ores, gun-
powder in its elements, and steam in its in-
ertest form, until doomsday ; and mankind
been none the wiser, if it had not happened
that aaﬁaciona and persevering discoverers,
under difficulties, persecutions, and perils,
brought them successfully to light, and laid
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them at the feet of advancing civilization.
It is not the perfected railroad train, nor
the passenger who successfully rides in it,
that deserves our applause ; but it is the
original and comprehensive minds who
planned, organized, and launched into suc-
cessful operation this great achievement of
modern art. The telescope, the press, the
compass, the chronometer, and the quad-
rant have wrought wonders for science and
civilization ; but the greater wonder is, how
these things got invented at all, dfter the world
had run for five thousand years in the beaten
track of unproductive routine.

1t has been brought as an objection to
the claims of utilitarian science, that most
of its alleged discoveries have been lucky
accidents, often made by ignorant persons,
stumbled upon by chance, and not arrived
at by philosophic induction or investiga-
tion. As far as this is true, it is also true
of every other step in the progress of hu-
man knowledge. No science, no develop-
ment of complicated truth, no great ad-
vance in intellectnal progress, has ever
sprung full and finished into existence, like

dam from the hands of his Creator ; but,
on the contrary, they have all had their
fortuitous and inperfect beginnings, their
feeble glimmerings, their uncertain and
fluctuating advance, — their years, or more
frequently centuries, ‘during which they
have groped their way to a distant and
long-deferred maturity. The first lan-
guages were made by barbarians, the first
orations were spoken by savages, the first
poems were probably war-son'%ls, the first
statues were Eideou.s idols, the first history
was fabulous, unless possibly we except
that part of it which is preserved for our
edification in arrow-headed characters.
Hundreds of years, and many introductory
sciences, and many lives of labor, have
been necessary to conduct almost any great
discovery from its rude beginnings to its
finished stages. The steam-enginc was not
perfected in a day, and the knowledge of
the solar system was not stumbled upon in
a night. Some of the greatest acquisitions
of civilized life date back beyond tradition.
The native country of wheat is unknown;
and the inventors of the plough and the
ship, if known to the ancients, are not
known to the moderns. There were,
doubtless, navigators who were sailinﬁ be-
forc Jascn, as much as there were brave
men living before Agamemnon. Antiqua-
rians and geologists are now enlightening
us in regard to things as remote as a stone
age and a bronze age; but they have not
yet agreed in settling the period of the
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vinous age. The cultivation of the grape
was a memorable step in human progress,
to which we are indebted for some good
and much evil. The Greeks gratefully as-
cribe it to Bacchus; but the Jews rather
give the credit to Noah, who planted a
vineyard, and drank of the wine and was
drunken. But neither Bacchus nor Noah
could have produced the genuine * article”
without some antecedent knowledge of
husbandry for cultivation, mechanics for
resses and receptacles, and of chemistry
or fermentation.  But, if it really happeued
that the experiment and its subsidiary
sciences went hand in hand, it will serve
to show that education of the mind and
realization of its substantial results may
sometimes be usefully combined in one and
and the same process.

Horace says that we all write, both
learned and unlearned. The same truth
equally applies to discoverers. But, when
sudden discoveries are made by unprepared
persons, they are exceptions to the general
rule of gradual growth, merely ause
their cardinal fact is so simple that it does
not admit the consumption of time in its
development. Thus a man may learn to
swim in five minutes, and a gold mine or a
continent may be, and has been, discovered
in the twinkling of an eye.

From The North Britlsh Review.

1. Constab'e’s Miscellany. Vol. X. Table-
Talk. Edin. 1827.

2. The Jest-Book. Selected and arranged
by Mark LevMoN. London, 1864.

Tne connection between Reason and Ri-
dicule seems to be very close; though its
nature certainly is not very clear. The
only animal that reasons is also the only
animal that laughs, and apparently, too, the
only one that is laughed at, or that deserves
to be so. Beasts, acting by instinc*, are
never absurd, humanity having reserved
that privilege exclusively to itself. Listen
to Swift: —

‘ Brutes find out whero their talents lie :
A bear will not dttempt-to fly ;
A foundered horse will oft debate,
Before he tries a five-barred gate ;
A dog by instinct turns aside,
Who sees the ditch too deep and wide.
But man we find the oulg' creature
Who, led by Folly, combats Nature ;
Who, when she loudly cries, Forbear,
With obstinacy fixes there ;
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And where his genius least inclines,
Absurdly bends his whole designs.’

.

In connection, perhaps, with the gift of reas-
on and the privilege of absurdity thus be-
stowed, the faculty of laughter was super-
added in our constitution to keep absurdity
within bounds, to make reason humble, and
t5 lead us to look at the unavoidable follies
of each other with good-humoured sympathy
rather than with scornful disgust.

Hagzlitt, in his Comic Wrilers, very justly
connects laughter with its opposite, on
principles not essentially at variance with
those we have been suggesting : —

*Man,’ he says, ‘is the only animal that
laughs and weeps, for he is the only animal
that is struck with the difference between
what things are and what they ought to be.
We weep at what thwarts or exceeds our
desires in serious mat ers; we lau:h at what
on!fhdisappoiuta our expectations in trifles.”

e aspects in which we have now con-
sidered Ridicule seem td harmonize well
with Aristotle’s view of it. He describes in
his Poetics the ‘laughable’ or comic (m
yehoiov) as being duipryui T kal a@’axog Gvi
vov xal ob ¢faprcov. This is frequently trans-
lated as if duiprnua meant any fault or de-
formity generally. But we cannot help
thinking that by dudprmue here, Aristotle
means tiat species of fault or deviation which
consists in a failure of aim or missing of the
mark ; and in this sense the ¢ distorted face,’
which he gives as an instance of the comic,
may well enough be called an duiprrpua, as
heing something that atfempts to be a face,
bat does not succeed.

We do not affirm that all ridiculous
things consist in this failure of aim; but we
venture to say that that category embraces
a large proportion of them.

bere are two elements, however, in
Aristotle’s definition of the ludicrous, which
are quite essential, but which are apt to be
forgotten : 1st, the fault or failure, in order
to laughable, must be, if not ignominious,
at least irglorious; and 2d, it wust be un-
attended with pain or injury. The failure
must be a discomfiture, involving a gross
want of calculation or self-knowledge, and
unredeemed by any circumstances that
ennoble it.
even to fail; * and the defeat at Thermopyle
was more illustrious than many a victory
elsewhere. Again, an occurrence which
iavolves pain or injury cannot be truly
laughable, and it ought not to be ne-
cessary to add, that the pain or injury
here contemplated is not what we ourselves
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supposed ridicule. Unfortunately, however,
the case of the Boys and the Frogs in the
fable finds a frequent parallel in every-day
life, and it is well that would-be wits and
heedless jesters should be reminded, on the
highest authority, that there can be no
legitimate subject of laughter where the
feelings or rightful interests of any one are
wounded or assailed.

Examples of these laughable failures to
which we refer are to readily found.
Even literal failures of aim are laughable,
such as a very bad cast at bowls, or a very
wide shot in archery. Mr. Pickwick’s at-
tempt to drive a gig, and Mr. Winkle’s ex-
ploits as a sportsman, are first-rate pictures
in their way. The Feast of the Ancients in
Peregrine Pickle is about the most laugh-
able t.bing that was ever written, and de-
pends entirely for its effect on the elements
we have been explaining. But the princi-
ple goes further and deeper. Every in-
stance of unsuccessful affctation, every
assumption of a false character that is at
once detected, every preposterous attempt
to shine where excellence is hopeless, — all
these are fertile sources of entertainment,
and legitimate objects of ridicule. The
faded beauty and the battered beau, the
learned lady who misuses her words, the
ambitious singer who has neither ear nor
voice, are standing butts at which laughter
has been directed from the beginning of
time ; ard similar exhibitions of character
will continue to amuse future generations
as they have done the past. Don Quizote,
the great comic epic of all litcrature, de-
lights us by a series of failures, recommend-
e«f by the kindly and benevolent spirit in
which the adventures are undertaken, but
rendered ludicrous by the meauness of tne
preparations made and the impracticability
of the objects pursued ; and of all the hero's
failures, none is more conspicuously ludi-
crous than the attempt to convert i i: world-
ly and sensual attendant into a firting
squire for a chivalrous master. The Vert-
vert of Gresset, one of the best of comic

ms, and so well translated by Father
g:-?)ut, amuses us by the elaborate attéimpts
and confident hopes of the good nuns to
make a saint of their parrot, and in the sad

‘In (freat attempts 'tis glorious | revolution in his character and vocabula-y
]%roduced by an inland voyage through

rance to visit a distant nunnery, whose

i inmates he astonishes with the latest epithets
rand phrases in use among the bargemen,

his associates in his transit. In Jokn Gilpin,
which is a matchless miniature epic, the
jest consists in like manner in the worthy

feel, but what may affect the object of our, citizeu's abortive attempt to dine wiih his
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wife and family in a suburban inn, and in
the incidents by which he twice overshoots
the mark, and ends dinnerless at night
where he began in the morning. We may
observe at the same time, as there exem-

lified, how universally people are amused
with bad horsemanship. e Tailor’s jour-
ney to Brentford, as exhibited in the ring,
made us laugh as children; the cavalcade
of Commodore Trunnion and his comrades
on his marriage-day convulsed us as we grew
up; and we find m Italian fjeab-books the
same source of mirth in their frequent stories
as to the disasters encountered by Venetiaus
on horseback. Edward II. was particularly
fond of a jester, whose recommendation
was his apiarent inability to keep the sad-
dle, and who on journeys rode before the
king, and kept continually tumbling off, to
his Majesty’s infinite amusement.

If we laugh at such discomfitures when
arising from inadequacy of means or want
of skill in those who are engaged in them,
the height of the ludicrous, and certainly
the height of absurdity, seems to be exhibit-
ed when the means taken for success are
directly productive of the unsuccessful re-
sult. This frequent source of the ludicrous
is exemplified in various shapes. The Irish
bull, though Ireland has no monopoly of
the article, is an instance of what we mean,
particularly when it assumes a practical
form. The mob that collected and made a
bonfire of an unpopular banker’s notes in
order to ruin him; the man who loudly
gave the lie to the charge against him in a
letter, that he was looking at it over the
writer's shoulder ; the little boy that, for a
trick in school, answered ¢ Absum’ when
his name was called, — all contrived to raise
the laugh agaiust themselves by the suicidal
nature of their proceedings. e have in-
dicated that Ireland, though it may be a
favourable soil for such a growth, is not the
only country where bulls are produced.
The story of the Irishman reading over the
letter-writer’s shoulder is of Oriental origin,
as Miss Edgeworth, or her father, has shown
in the Essay that bears her name: It is
taken from Les Paroles Remarquables des
Orientauz, by Galland, who thus tells it,
with somewhat needless particularity : —

¢ Un savant écrivait & un ami, et un impor-
tun était & c6te de lui, qui regardait par dessus
P’épaule ce qu’il éerivait. Le savant, qui s’en
aperqut, écrivit ceci & la place: Si un imperti-
nent qui esta mon coté ne regardait pas cc que
j'deris, je vous derirais encore plusieurs choses
qui ne doivent &tre sues que de vous et de moi.
J'importun, qui lisait toujours, prit la parole et
dit; “ Je vous jure que je n’ai regardé ni la ce
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que vous écrivez.” Le savant repartit: “Ig-
norant, que vous &tes, pourquoi me dites-vous
donc ce que vous dites ? >’

A'story very like it is to be found in the so-
called Hierocles, being the twenty-eighth
of the collection. A &holuticm, who had
neilectpd a commission for books conve

to him in a letter, exculpated himself, w

he met his friend, by crying out, “ I never
received the letter you sent me about those
books.” Another example of a bull is to be
found in No. 10 of that collection, where a
Scholasticus sits down before a looking-
glass with his eyes shut, to see if he looked
well in his sleep.

The Greek %ook that we have. just no-
ticed, and which bears the title of Aprea
(Facetiee Urbanitates), is rightly considered
as not the work of the philosopher Hierocles,
and is not a very mighty production. It
contains twenty-nine stories, in all ‘of which
a Scholasticus, or school pedant, is the hero;
and its object is to ridicule the ignorance
and stupidity of mere students. llstuil well
known as the source of a good many of our
current Joe Millers. In No. 1, the Scho-
lasticus, having been nearly drowned, re-
solves not to go into the water again till he
has learned to swim. In Nos. 6 and 14, he
is ashamed to meet his doctor, as it is 8o
long a time since he was ill. In No. 8, he
anticipates the attempt of the Highlander
to accustom his horse to go without food,
and laments that the animal had died just
as he had taught him his lesson. In No. 8,
when wanting to sell his house, he carries
about with him one of the stones or bricks
as a specimen. In No. 16, he finds that
some of the liquor is wanting in a sealed
hogshead, and on a suggestion that it had
been drawn out from below, he rejects the
idea, as the deficiency was not at the bot-
tom but at the top of the cask. In No. 19,
two of the tribe meeting on the street, one
of them says he had heard the other was
dead, on which his friend observes that it
was not 80, as he was here alive. ¢Ah!’
was the reply, ¢ but my informant is s more
trustworthy person than you;’ a s
which foreshadows what is told of a certain
Scotch family, who, on hearing from their
son that he had not gone down in the * Roy-
al George,’ expressed a wish that they had
it on better authority, as ¢ he was aye a lee-
in’ laddie’ In No. 20, the Scholasticus
buys a raven, to see if it would live- two
hundred years, as it was reported to do.
In No. 21, when other passen on ship-
board in a storm are laying hold of some of
the spars, he attaches himself to the anchor.

.
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In No. 22, hearing of the death of one of
two brothers, twins, and meeting the sur-
vivor, he asks if it is he or his brother that
is dead. In No. 24, having to cross a ferry,
he mounts his horse that he may get over
the quicker. In No. 29, travelling with a
bald man and a barber, under an arrange-
ment that they are to sleep and watch time
about, the barber shaves his head while he
is asleep, and then wakes him, upon which,
feeling his bare scalp, he abuses the barber
for calling the wrong man. It is easy to
recognize in this list a great many of those
jokes which are in daily circulation among
many who have no idea of the venerable
cnu'zuity of their origin.

The essence of a genuine bull seems to
consist in an unconscious self-contradiction.
We have given some examples of this ele-
ment in practical bulls ; and we would refer,
as an instance of what we think a perfect
verbal bull, to the dictum of the Irish doc-
tor, ¢ that sterility is often hereditary:’ a
self-contradiction which has a certain plau-
sibility at first sight, and which we have seen
i upon a very grave physician who was
not Irish. But the number of bulls of this
perfect type is comparatively small. The
greater part of those sayings or doings
which pass for bulls.are merely what the
French call Bétises, Blunders or Stupidities,
in which, from confusion of thought or ex-
pression, an ab<urd result is gravely reached,
and in which the nbeurditgr;ene{ally con-
sists in overlooking the essential thing.in
the ess.

Appended to Miss Edgeworth’s Essay on
Irish Bul s

Is is a French Recueil de Bétises,
containing foreign specimens of the article.
This Recueil we take to have been the work
of the Abbé Morellet, with whom the Edge-
worths had become intimate in their visit
to Paris during the Peace of Amiens, short-
k before the Essay on Bulls was published.

somewhat similar collection had been pre-
wviously given in the El¢iments de Lit'érature
by Morellet’s friend and relative, Marmon-
tel, under the head Plaisant. Morellet, or
whoever else was the author of the Recueil,
says that he had previously written a disser-
tation on the subject of these Bétises, but
bad lent it to a femme d'esprit, who lost it.

says: —

¢ Je me roaviens seulement que j'y prouvais
savamment que le rire excité par les bétises est
Peffst duacontraste quenous saisisson«entre’effor t
que fait 'homme qui dit la bétise, et le manvais
ouccds de son effort. J’aszimilais la marche de
Pesprit dans celui qui dit une bétise, & ce qui
arrive & un homme qui cherchant a marcher
légtrement sur un pavé glissant, tombe lourde-

103
ment, ou aux tours mal-adroit da paillasse de
la foire. 8i ’on veut examiner les bétises ras-

semblées ici, on y trouvera toujours un effort
mangué de ce geure.’

We subjoin a few specimens from this
collection, which we suspect, if ever very
well known, has fallen out of general re-
membrance. We select some of them, not
because they are new, but rather because
they are old, and here found in an unex-
pected quarter : —

¢On demandait & un Abbé de Laval Mont-
morency, quel ige avait son frére le maréchal
dont il €tait I’ain€. * Dans deux ans,” dit-il,
““nous serons du méme fge.”’

¢ Un homme voyait venir de loin un médecin
de sa connaissance qui Pavait traité plusieurs
années auparavant dans une maladie; il se dé-
tourna et cacha son visage pour n’étre pas re-
connu. On lui demanda, ** Pourquoi?” —
“C’est,” ditil, “que je sens honteux devant
lui de ce qu’il y & fort long temps que je n’ai
ét€ malade.”’’

‘Le maire d'une petite ville. entendant une
gnen elle dans la rue au milien de la nuit, se leve

u lit, et ouvrant la fenétre crie aux passants,
“ Messieurs, me leverai-je 2’

¢On parlait avec admiration de la belle vieil-
lesse d’'un homme de quatre-vingt-dix ans, quel-
qu'un dit —“ Cela vous étonne, messieurs ! si
mon pire n’était IP“ mort, il aurait a présent
ceut ans accompls.”’

‘ Un homme étant sur le point de marier sa
fille unique, se brouille avec le préteudant, et
daus sa colere il dit,  Non, monsieur, vous ne
sercz jamais mon gendre, et quand j'aurais
cent.’(’il'lee uniques, je ne vous en donnerais pas

* On avait requ & la grande poste une lettre
avec cette addresse, 4 Monsieur mon fils, Rue,
etc. On allait la mettre an rebut ; un commis
8’y oppose, et dit qu’on trouvera, a qui la letire
#’nddresse. Dix ou douze jours se passent.
Ou voit arriver un grand benét, qui dit, “ Mes-
sieurs, je voux savoir si on n’aurait pas gardé
ici une lettre de mon cher ptre?”’ “ QOus,
Mousieur,” lui dit le commis, “ la voilk.” On
préte ce trait & Bouret fermier général.’

* Un marchand, en finissant d’écrire une let-
tre a un de ses correspondans, mourut subite-
ment. Son commis ajouta en P’3.: “ Depuis
ma lettre écrite je suis mort ce m win. Mardi,
au soir 7¢me,” etc.’

‘Un petit marchand prétendait avoir acheté
trois sols ce qu’il vendait pour deux. On lui
représente que ce commerce le ruinera — “ Ah,”
dit-il, “je me sauvo sur la quantité.”’

‘Le Chevalier de Lorenzi, étant & Florence,
était allé se promener avec trois de scs amis &
quelques licues de la ville, 2 pied. Iis reven-
aient fort las; la nuit s’approchait ; il veut se
re})oser; on lui dit qu’il restait quatres milles
a faire : — “ Oh,” dit-il, *“ nous sommes quatres,
ce n'est qu'un mille chacun.”’
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Here is the conclusion of an Italian let-
ter containing several Sproposito or absurdi-
ties —

¢ O ricevete o non ricevete questa, datemene
aviso.’

It will be observed, that of the Bétises
which we have just quoted, one at least is
from Hicro:les, others are now in common
use as Irish bulls, and others belong to that
species of blunder, which, in the mouth of
Lord Dundreary, has lately excited so much
hearty merriment. His Lordship is the
¢knight of the shire’ of a la-ge class of
constituents, who in scattered examples,
and under partial development, have been
long familiar to us, but of whose peculiari-
ties the full type and expression were never
before so well represented, or so well rec-
ommended to us by general goodness and
tho-ough nobility of nature and manners.
A specimen of Dundrearyism is at-
tributed to a Scotch Judse of the last cen-
tury, who on visiting a dentist, and beinﬁ

laced in the patients’ chair, was requeste

gy the operator to allow him to put his fin-
ger iuto his mouth, upon which the Judge,
with a distrustful look, said, ‘Na! youll
bite me.” The confusion here in the speak-
er's mind is obvious. He knew that if one
man's finger is put into another man’s mouth
a bite may ensue; but he did not correctly
see which of them might bite, and which of
them be bitten. It was told afterwards of
a descendant of this worthy Ferson, as a
proof of hereditary similarity of talent, that
when canvassing for the representation of a
Scotch county, he refused to take a glass of
wine from a voter, on the ground that it
would be treating.

Some bulls, or some of the bétises which
come nearest to bulls, contain, as Southe
has suggzested, a confusion of what the school-
men call Objectivity with Subjectivity.
The fears of the Scotch Judge that he would
be bitten by the dentist seem an illustration
of that remark, and so also is the Irishman’s
perplexity, whose sister had got a child, but
who, from nvt kiow.ng its sex, could not
say whether he was an uncle or an aunt.
An instance of this confusion of subjectivi-
ties, which we have naturalized, and made
a standing jest, is found in the explanation,
said by Marmoutel to have been given by
a simpletou of his simplicity : — ¢ Ce n’est
pas ma faute si je w'ai point d’esprit; on
w'a changé en nourrice.
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¢ La hétise,’ he says, ‘est un défaut innocent
et naif, dont on s’amuse sans lo hair.” ‘La bé
tise est tout simplement une intelligence
émoussée, une longue onfance de I’esprit, un
dénuement presque absolu d’idées, ou une ex-
tréme inhabilet€ a les combiner et & les metrre
en ceuvre; et soit habituelle ou soit accidentelle,
comme elle nous donne sur elle un avantage qui
flarte notre vanité, elle nous amuse, sans nows
canser ce plaisir malin que nous goutons 3
voir chdier la sottige.”

He thinks that the pleasantry of a bétise con~
sists in the manifest effort to think or reason
accurately, and in its palpable want of suc-
cess,

Some of the blunders or absurdities which
excite our laughter arise rather from a con-
fusion of words than of ideas. An example
of this is afforded by the paragraph in the
Irish newspapers announcing ¢ with much
Eleasure’ that on such a day ¢ Lady —

ad publicly renounced the errors of the
Church of Rome for those of the Church of
England’” The penny-a-liner had merely
forgorten that his antecedent to those was
¢ errors,’ and not ¢ doctrines.’

A very ludicrous class of failures are those
of which Mrs. Slipslop in Joseph Andrews,
and Mrs. Malaprop in The Rivals, supply
us with the richest or most finished exam-
ples. The attempts of ignorant s to
use fine or peculiar words, and their uncon-
scious substitution of others having quite a
differént meaning or character, never fail
to amuse. Take as specimens the old lady
who in windy weather observed that the
ante-nuptial gales scemed to be coming ear-
lier than usual; the would-be connoissear
who spoke of a picture of the Venus Anno
Domini; the military veteran who was al-
ways for taking time by the firelock; and
the Nabob who told a ragged school the
fable of the Hare and the Tortoise, and ex-
horted them thence to perseverance, as the
likeliest means of bringing them first to the

oal.
I Akin to these are the cases of Anti-
climax, where the speaker or writer com-
mences with something rhetorical or poeti-
cal. and ends with something low or pro-
saic, e.g., the designating the great Kob-
ert Boyle as ‘the Father of Chemistry —
and brother of the Earl of Cork ;’ the lines
given by Scriblerus, ¢ And thou Dalhousy,’
etc.; the entry in the index of a law-book,
¢ Chief-Justice Best —great mind ;° and the
discovery in the text that this refers to his
lord-hip’s having had ‘a great mind’ to

Marmontel’s definitions of this kind of stu-| transport a man for seven yenrs. Those
pidity are not without felicity of expres-. poets or orators who are said to spell Pathos

sion : —

| with a B, afford us abundant specimens of
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this variety. .A feel'nz allied to this is pro-
duced by the solemmity with which a con-
verted German Jew addressed to an Exeter
Hall andience the not inappropriate invita-
tion : * My brethren, let us bray.’

The affectation of scicnce or of talent, re-
sulting in the exhibition of ignorance or of
dulness, are among the most legitimate ob-
jects of ridicule. The orator who did not
know whether a certain idea was in Cicero
or Tally ; the traveller who, when asked if,
in crossing the country, he had taken the
hypotenuse, answered that he had taken
the diligence ; the Scotch laird who advised
his neighbour, when going to see the Paint-
ers of Italy, to see also the Glaziers of
Switzerland, — all fall under a part of this
category. The various readings of Virgil
by Scriblerus are examples of another
branch of it; but of this kind, perhaps one
of the bust is the emeandation attributed to
one of the dullest of Shakespcare's commen-
tators, of a passa‘f in As You Like It,
where, itstead of the figurative and forced
reading of * ton zues in trees,’ ete., it is pro-
posed to correct it in an obvious and easy
way: —
¢ And this our life, exempt from public haunt,

Finds tongues in trecs, books in the running
brooks,
Sermons in stones, and good in everything : *-
For which read : —

¢ And this our life, exempt from public haunt,
Findlblmva in trees, stones in the running

rooks,
Sermons in books, and good in everything.’

Among the instances of ridiculous absurd-
ity in what may be called suicidal state-
ments, are those extravagances which are
kuown as Gasconades. In these, the speaker
wishing to magnify his character or achieve-
ment-, 80 vastly overstates his case as to de-
feat his purpose by becoming incredible —

¢ Vanlting ambition, which o’erleaps itself,
And falls on the other side.’

The Gascon priest who came 'so quickly to
do a charitable action that his guargiml
angel could not keep pace with him; the':
Gascon officer who said that bis mattresses
were all stuffed with the whiskers of the |
men he had killed in duels; and the other!
native of the same region who alleged that
the only firewood uved at his father's chdteau
c nsisted of the batons belonging to those |
of his family who had been Mareschals of |
Frauce, — excite our laughter from the,
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very fact that they so far overdraw their
account with our credulity. It seems a
favourite style of jest with Americans to
puh a womf;rful fact or story to such a de-
gree of exaggeration as to be literally a
reductio ad ahsurdum. The examples of
this figure among them are too numerous
to require quotation. But we may obsevve
that they are not in general Gasconades,
but palpable caricatures of the national
tandency to boasting, and meant to ridicule
it by over-doing it. The comic effect on
the stage of the sayings and doings of gas-
conading cowards is familiar to us by the
frequent representation of such characters,
as a;;‘l the Miles Gloriosus, Bobadil, and Fal-
staff.

In Southey's Omniana we are told of a
drunken squabble at Malta between some
soldiers and sailors, in which a gnod speci-
men is given of the ludicrous, in what may
be termed suicidal evidence. Each party
alleged the other to be the aggressors, the
soldiers swearing that the sailors assaulted
them with an oath, and with this exclama-
tion, ¢ Who stops the line of march there ?’
while the sailors swore that the soldiers in
first attacking them burst in upon them,
calling out, ¢ Heave-to, you lubbers! or we’ll
run you down !’ From the reciprocal im-
putation to each other of their own profes-
sional slang, it was plain that both were
lying, and both to blame.

In the examples of the ludicrous which
we have hitherto noticed, the absurdity
attaches to the hero of the piece or the
speaker of the saying. We shall now no-
tice another and quite different class, where
there are two parties to the drama, and
where the failure or discomfiture consists in
the defeat of one of them by the ready re-
tort, the dexterous evasion, or the disap-
pointing answer of the other. A rather
vulgar, but really good imen of this
kind, is found in the well-known epigram, .
+Jack eating rotten cheese,’ etc., the jest
of which consists in the second party acqui-
escing in the boast of the first as to killing
his thousands like Samson, and then im-
proving the parallel by suggesting the iden-
tity of the weapon used.

Mr. Burton, in his very pleasant book
The Scot Abroad, gives us some examples
of the wit and brecding of Lord Stair,
the ambassador. One of these, Mr. Burton
tells us, ‘rests on his remarkable resem-
blance to the Regent Orleans, who. d»siring
toturn a scandalous insinuation or jest on
it, asked the Ambassador if h's mother had
ever been in Paris? The answer was,
‘No; but my father was!’ *There is per-
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haps.’ it isadded, ¢ no other retort on record
so effective and so beautifully simple. If
the question meant anything, that meaning
was avenged ; if it meant nothing there was
nothing in the answer.’

Whether this anecdote happened with
Lord Stair, we shall not attempt to deter-
mine ; but it would be strange if he had all
the merit of it, as the jest was already on
record. Macrobius gives it as having
directed against the Emperor Augustus:
¢ Intraverat Romam simillimus Cesari, et
in se omnium ora converterat. Augustus
adduci hominem ad se jussit, visumque hoc
modo_interrogavit: Dic mihi, adolescens,
fuit aliquando mater tua Rome ? Negavit
ille; nec contentus adjecit: “ Sed pater
meuss®pe.”’ Noris the witticism left buried
in the obscurity of Macrobius, for it appears
as No. 52 of Bacon’s Apophthegms.
But even Macrobius's story about Augustus
is not the first edition of Ke joke ; for Va-
lerius Maximus tells it of a Roman pro-
consul, who found in his province a Sicilian
very like him, and, on suggesting a similar
question, received the same answer.

It really seems very difficult to say an
original thing upon any subject whatever.
Few sayings have been more admired than
that which is ascribed to Louis XII., when

d to resent an offence which he had re-
celvet.i before his accession, ¢ Ce n'est point
au roi de France & venger les injures faites
au Duc d'Orléans’ Now, what says Mr.
De Quincey on this subject ? In a¢Letter
addressed by him to a Young Man whose
Education has been Neglected,’ and which,
we believe, appeared first in the London
Magazine in 1828, he introduces a French-
man taking credit to his nation for the sub-
limity of the French king’s saying, and
asking De Quincey what he thought of it.
¢ Think ! said I, why I thinkitis a ifi-
cent and regal speech, and such is my Eng-
lish generosity, that I heartily wish the
Emperor Hadrian had not said the same
thing fifteen hundred years before.” He
then gives in a foot-note his authority for
this answer, and which runs thus: ¢ Sub-
monente quodam ut in pristinos inimicos
animadverteret, negavit se ita facturum, ad-
JBota civili voce —Minime licere Principi
Romano, ut que privatus agitasset odia —
ista Ir?}erawr exequi. Spartian in Had.—
Vid. Histor. August.’

This seems at first sight pretty much to
the point, and we confess that, though with
some misgivings as to the Latinity, we had
such confidence in De Quincey’s acquaint-
ance with the Augustan History, that we
long considered the French king’s claim to

.

FACETIRE.

be held the first and true inventor of the
saying in question, as at an end. But lately
on turning over several editions of the Auw
gustan collection, and looking particularly
at Spartian’s life of Hadrian, we were sur
prised to discover that no such anecdote i
there to be found, nor is there a trace of an)
such, words as De Quincey qll:om It
true that msoiarﬁnn mentions the fact tha
Hadrian no notice of his old enemies
¢ Quos in privata vita inimicos habuit, im
perator tantum neglexit; ita ut uni quen
capitalem habuerat, factus Imperator, di
ceret Evasiati.’ The question at issne, how
ever, between the (}S‘renchmm and D
Quincey, was not as to the originality o
Louis’s conduct, but as to the novelty of ﬂ
peculiarly dignified form of words in
the sentiment was announced. Many prince
have acted in the same magnanimous man
ner, and it is not likely that any man i
modern times will find out a new virtm
Hadrian himself was not original in thi
kind of clemency, for Suetonius describe
Vespasian as ¢ Offensarum inimiciarumqu
minime memor executorve ;” and speaks ¢
his portioning out in a munificent manne
the daughter of Vitellius his old enem;
But neither Vespasian nor Hadrian is re
to have expressed the feeling whic
influenced them in any speech that can aj
proach to the moral sublimity which is &
mitted to mark the French king’s saying
It is remarkable, too, th;t Cgmhol
in a note on the passage fidbm Spartia
which we have quoted, notices the resem
blance of Hadrian’s conduct to that of Low
XIL, and then gives in Latin the Frenc
king’s saying as a ¢ voz aurea:’ * Nam cur
illum sui stimularent ut Ludovicum Trimol
um, qui sibi olim multum nocuisset, pr
meritis acciperet, Ego vero, inquit; no
faciam : neque enim Galliarum regem dect
offensas inimicitiasque Aurclianensis Duc
meminisse aut exequi.’

It is possible that a Roman prototype ¢
this saying may be found somewhere, bt
we have not yet succeeded in tracing i
and in that state of matters, looking to th
failure of the only authority on which I
Quincey proceeds, we think Louis entitle
(at least ad interim) to the merit, not
having first practised this princely geme
osity, but of having first embodied in
beautiful form, ¢ what oft was thought, bx
ne’er 8o well expressed.’” Our theory
De Quincey’s statement is, that he wro
the Letter in question at a distance from b
books, or under an invincible repugnam
to consulting them ; that writing to an u

learned correspondent, and probably to
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not nrz learned circle of readers, he
thought he might trust his memory and take
some liberties; that he remembered the
min conduct and character between
ian and Louis, with Casaubon’s note
oa the subject, and that he either dreamed
or imagined the rest, and wrote down in
in as original what is in truth a mere
reflex and paraphrase of the French saying.
We are the more inclined to this view, from
ﬁmﬁnmotherinaccurwy in the same Let-
tor, wi he ascribes to Trajan, with mis-
placed magniloquence, the deathbed saying
which Suetonius reports of Vespasian, * Im-
Vﬂta'em stantem mori oportere,’ and which
‘espasian seems to have uttered, as he did
things, with a strange mixture of jest

and earnest.

De Quincey has a more amusing and more
wsocurate on the subject o this kind
of iarism in a_little paper on War,
which appeared, we think, in an Edin-
burgh perwJ' ical. He there points out how
bare the modern sayers o things
would be left, if stripped of all the borrowed
?lumu with which they are invested.

Universally it may be received as a rule,
be says, ‘ that when an anecdote involves a
i repartee, or collision of ideas, fanci-
fally and brilliantly related to each other by
resemblance or contrast, then you may
it as false” He denounces the
Greeks as the principal parties who have
fovestalled us by saying our good things be-
fore ourselves, and he instances Talleyrand
Inv\ng been extensively .robbed by the
Greeks ge the lsecond and e(:hirdhcenturig,’
a8 easily ascertained by havi e
-’:&eeks searched, when theymlen?i%wels
will be found upon them. ‘But one, he
adds, ‘and the mootI fammuf in the whole
jewel-case, sorry am I to confess, was nearl
stolen from the bishop, not by an Greeky,
but by an En{i;h writer, viz., G‘f')ldsmitb,
who must have been dying about the time
that the Right Reverend French knave had
the goodness to be born. Th1t famous mot

o

about language as a gift made to man for)
pu of concealing his thoughts is:
larking in Goldsmith’s Essays.” This is near- |

the

correct. Not strictly in what are called
bis Essays, but in a paper of Goldsmith’s in
The Bee, there is a
that whatever may
rians and rhetoricians, men of the world hold

¢ that the true use of speech is not so much:

to ezpress our wants, as to conceal them.’
To return to the case of repartees involv-
ing a 7uid~pro quo: it is told of Lord
Braxfield, with probably the same truth as
pervades other stories imputed to him, that

g):auge where he says
thought by gramma-.
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on a thief pleading in extenuation that he
could not help stealing when he had an op-
portunity, the Judge answered, ¢ That is just
the way with us: for we can’t help hanging
a thief when we get hold of him."” But this re-
joinder, too, is old, and is substantially the
same as one told of Zeno the philosopher,
with whom a pilfering slave had tried to ex-
cuse himself by the Stoic doctrine of fate.
¢ Zeno philosophus, quum servum in
deprebensum caderet, atque ille diceret,
fatale sibi esse furari: Et cedi, inquit Zeno.’
‘We add the Greek of Diogenes Laertius:
Aovdov $nd xAomy éuacriyov' Tob d¢ elmovrog, El-
uopté poc xAépar. Kal dapivas, E¢n.

A recent writer upon Lawyers has ex-
pressed a doubt whether Sir Nicholas Bacon
really uttered, to a criminal who claimed
kindred with him, the answer which he is
said to have made, that Hog was not Bacon
until it was hung ; but as the story is among
Lord Bacon’s Apophthegms, we see no
reason to question its authenticity.

A great many other well-known jesta
consist in this apparent acquiescence in the
view suggested Eya the first speaker, and in
then turning the argument against him on
his own premises. us we have the story
in the Chevreana, where Masson, having
applied to a brother collegian for the loan

a hook, is told that it cannot be lent out,
but may be read in the owner's rooms, and
has then an opportunity of making a simi-
lar reply to his friend when he asks him for
the lone of his pair of bellows. Or, take
the other instance, where the officer, on the
eve of a battle, asked leave of absence of
ltbe Marshal de Toiras, that he might see

his father, who was ill, and immediate-
ly bad his request granted, with the ob-
servation, ¢ Pére et mere honoreras afin que
tu vives longuement.” One of the best and
most effective retorts of the kind is that of
the Spanish ambassador to Heury IV. of
France, which is more original. and not
less pungent, than Lord Stair’s replfn Ivis
found in the Men agiana: ‘ Henn IV. pour
rabatre l'orgueil d’un Ambassadeur Eepag-'
nol, lui dit que #il lui prenoit envie de
monter & cheval, il iroit ouir messe & Milan,
déjeuner & Rome, et diner & Naples. Sire,
lu répondit I’Ambassadeur, votre Majesté
allant de ce pas pourrait le méme jour aller
ouir vépres en Sicile,’ alluding to the mas-
' sacre of the French in Sicily in 1282. An

old re of a similar {ind is one of
Cicero’s, who, when asked by Pompe,
where his son-in-law was, answered, ¢ Wi

our father-in-law;’ and a good modern one
18 the French dialogue between the Comte
who had no territory and the Abb¢ who had
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no convent, where the Count, inquiring for
the locality of the other’s Abbey, is answer-
ed, ¢ Dont gou know ? it is in your own
County.” Somewhat of the same charac-
ter, but in a more genial spirit, is the reply
of Marshal Turenne to the servant who ex-
cused his having slapped him from mistak-
ing him fer a fellow-servant,— ¢ Et quand
c’efit 6t¢ Georaes, efit-il fallu frapper si fort?’
¢ Trait charmant,’ says Marmontel, ¢ qu'on
ne peut entcndre sans rire et sans dtre at-
tendri” A common modern jest of this
class, as to a lady’s age, is one of Cicero’s:
¢ Fabi Dolabellze dicent, triginta se annos
habere : ¢ Verum est,” inquit Cicero, “ nam
hoc viginti annis audio.””’

A happy example of evasion is given by
the Edgeworths in the story of the old beg-
gar woman who besieged General V — and

is wife for charity: *for, sure, didn’t I
dream last night that her ladyship gave me
a pound of tea, and that Jour honour gave
me a pound of tobacco |” * But, my good
woman,” said the General, “do not you
know that dreams always go by the rule of
contrary ?” ¢ Do they so, plase your hon-
our ? ” rejoined the woman ; “ then it must
be your honour that will give me the tea,
and h(::; ladyship that wil% give me the to-

Some of our readers may still remember
the amusement afforded bv the late Sir Wil-
liam Allan’s story of the Minister and the
Cuddie, which most of us, in the days when
he told it, believed to be of Scotch extrac-
tion. It happens, however, to be a very
old joke, not traceable perhaps to classical
times, but a great favourite, and a standing
jest against the clergy from the middle ages
downwards. The general idea, or as we
may call it, the algebraic expression of the
inident, seems to be this: ¢ Vanity, when
fishing for praise, catches nothing but mor-
tification.’ A monk, chanter, or preacher,
while exercising his fanctions with a sten-
torian power of voice, is flattered to see in
the church an clderk: female in tears, and
apparently much affected by his perform-
ance. On afterwards asking the cause of
her emotion, he finds it arises from the like-
ness between his voice and that of an ass or
¢ cuddie * which she or her husband had
lately lost. We meet with this s'ory in
Bonerius, a German writer of metrical
fables in the fourteenth century, in whose
collection it occurs as No. 82, under the
title, ¢ Von einem Pfaffen und von einem
Esel’ We meet with it again in Poggio’s
Facetie in the fiftecnth century, under the
title, ¢ Concionatoris asinina vox.! But we

FACETIE.

which Poggio tells a story, that in Bonew=
we are informed from the first of the reas
of the woman’s demeanour, while in P
the explanation is reserved to be equ
surprise to the reader as it is a disappoxs
ment to the inquirer. Itis to be found »
ted in half-a-dozen other writers, in &
R::ms — in Latin and in French verse,
well as in French and Italian prose.

The enjoyment that proceeds from tJ
absurdities of weaklings and fools has &
ways had a recognised place, though n
oue of a very high order, in the r
merriment. The sight of those who haw
the beard and body of a man, with the is
tellect of a baby, produces great mirth ams
satisfaction to the vulgar mind. Clobe
and Court fools and slow-coaches of a
kinds, and still more, perhaps, absent mer
please us by the absurd discrepancy be
tween what they do. and what they ough
to do, and perhaps think they are doing
It is in this department of the Comic ths
that there seems most foundation for th
theory of Hobbes, ¢that the passion «

hter is nothing else but sudden glor
arising from some sudden conception ¢
some eminency in ourselves by com
with the infirmity of others; or with ou
own formerly ; for men laugh at the folli¢
of themselves past where they come suc
denly to remembrance, except they brin
with them any present dishonour.” We a
ways thought that of the innumerable Lot
doners who laughed at Lord Dundreary,
large proportion did so with increase
heartiness from the comfortable convictio
that here was at least one ¢ fellow ’ to who!
they were intellectually superior.

But there is another and better way i
which fools and simpletons become a sourc
of amusement, and that is by the unexpec
ed displays which they sometimes make
wit, spirit, or ingenuity, for which one gav
them no credit, and, in particular, by the
successful retorts upon assailants who ha
looked upon them as an casy prey. Th
latent and fitful power of turning rour
upon a too confident adversary was a wel
known characteristic and essential ingred
ent in the character of the Court Jeate
who, amid the eccentricities of an unsettle
and ill-regulated intellect, was often me:
knave than fool. The flashes of sense a:
cleverness that thus came out were all tl
more striking from the gencral darkme
and dulness which they enlivenad, az
they always command that sympathy whii
we so readily bestow upon the weak, whe
they get the better of the strong or ins

may notice, as proving the superior art with | lent.
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Some of the sayings or answers ascribed
to Fools are very good. We think it was
Will Somers, Heory the Eighth’s jester,
who said of Wolsey, against wﬁom he had a

, that if he was made Pope, it would

& great boon ; ¢for that Peter, the first
Pope, being a Fisherman, had ordered

B to eat fish in Lent for the good of the

but that Wolsey, being a butcher’s
s, would be all for batcher-meat.” We
kmow well the revenge that poor Archie
Armstrong took upon Archbishop Laud,
who, had forbidden him to speak of such
, but could not prevent him from
mying, as his grace before meat, ¢ Great
3se to God, and little Laud to the Devil.’
:"ﬁ reported of more than one Court fool,
siad gmong others of Triboulet, the fool of
Franas I, that when told by his sovereign
that if a certiin courtier beat him to death,
»e he threatened, he woull hang him the
Bowr afier, his request was that his Majesty
would rather do so the hour before. The
sarliest French fool on record seems to have
been one, named Jean, at the Court of
Charles the Simple, of whom Dr. Doran
tells us some anecdotes. ‘Thws good tel-
low’s influence was so great, that Charles
onee remarked to him he thought they had
better change places. As Jean did not
look well pleased at the proposal, Charles
asked him if he were not content at the
idea of being a king. *Oh, content
’ was the reply, ‘but I should be
exceedingly ashamed at having such a fool.’
Tt was this fool who once tried his master’s
pervesby rushing into his room one morn-
with the exclamation, ¢ Oh, sire, such
mews! four thousand men bave risen in the
a't!.' ¢ What!’ cried the siartled king,
swith what intention have they risen?’
¢ Well, said Jean, placing his finger on
is nose, ¢ probably with the intention of ly-
img down again at bed-time.’
..i)u of the best examples of this kind of
unlooked-for sagacity occurs in the story in
Rabelais, where a cook seeking to charge a
for eating a crust of bread to the ac-
iment ot the savour that came from
his kitchen, the dispute is referred to a poor
feol who is passing, and who, after gravely
hearing the parties, decides that the cook
shall be for the smell of his shop with
the d&\::.f the porter’s wnoney.

‘We should add that this element seems
%0 be the essence of the wit in that portion
of Don Quizote which relates to Sancho’s
administration as Governor of Barataria.
He is obviously put there to make an ass of
himeelf, but disappoints his patrons, and de-
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lights his readers, by the unlooked-for sa-
gacity of his decisions.

Our old Scottish Chap-books, as well as
our miscellaneous Collections of vernacular
Jests, show how much the popular mind en-
tered into the lucky sayings and doings of
fools agd naturals; among whom, by a
strange perversity, the venerable name of
George Buchanan came to be eunrolled,
and had connected with it all the current
jokes and evasions attributed to the King's
Jester. Johnson speaks of the melancholy
that is felt in comtemplating the contradic-
tions of life,

* Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise,’

but there is sometimes a compensating sat-
isfaction in viewing on the other side these
exceptional gleams of courage in the coward-
ly, and wisdom in the foolish. Yet, on the
whole, to minds of a more advanced culture,
the subject is. painful and perplexinr. Dr.
Doran's industrious History of Court Fools is
not a pleasing book. It is impossible to read
it witnout regret that men of rank and station
should ever have found a standing amuse-
ment in such exhibitions of human infirmi-
ty, and we feel something deeper than re-
gret in seeing the strange medley of folly
and cleverness, of scnse and sensuality, by
which these unhappy instruments of courtly
mirth were generally distinguished, and the
cruel treatment which they too often met
with. Nor are there wanting instances
that rouse our warmest indignation, where
men of birth and true talent have been ty-
rannically compelled, like Laberius, to play
the mime, but who, with a worse fate than
his, have been destined to that doom for
life. Here it is that we ought specially to
remember the rule of Aristotle, that the
true Comic ceases where pain or suffering
begins; and in our mirth more than in any-
thing else we should resolve, with Wor
wortn,

‘ Never to blend our pleasure or our pride
With sorrow of the meanest thing that feels.”

In the review which we have now taken
of the laughable, our chief otgject has been
to illustrate the idea with which we set out,
that a tailure, defeat, or disappointment, in
matters neither involving dignity nor infer-
ring pain, was the main, if.not the essential
element in ridicule. In doing so, it will be
seen how little we have come in contact
with what may properly be called wit, or
with those current witticisms which fill our
ordinary jest-books, and of which a very
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fair collection is to be found in the later
work, of which the title is prefixed to this
article. But we suspect it must be conced-
ed that Wit is not necessarily or essentially
Comic. There are many witty sayings and
many witty books which do not make us
laugh : and some comedies counteract their
own object by an excess of that in-
redient. On the other hand, when Wit
18 exerted in a situation otherwise laugha-
ble, it has the strongest influence in height-
euing the effect. It would not be difficult
to illustrate this view, as well as some other
aspects of the ludicrous ; but we shall stop
for the present, as we believe that no sub-
- jeet is more easily overdone than one which
is mot serious.

From Fraser’s Magazine,
¢A CHARM OF BIRDS.’

Is it merely a fancy that we English, the
educated people among us at least, are los-
ing that love for spring which among our
old forefathers rose almost to worship ?
That the perpetual miracle of the budding
leaves aud the returning song-birds awakes
no longer in us the astonishment which it
awoke yearly among the dwellers in the old
world ; when the sun was a god who was
sick to death each winter, and returned in
spring to life and health, and glory ; when
the death of Adonis, at the autumnal equi-
nqx, was wept over by the Syrian women,
and the dea(i of Baldur,in the tcl:ld?d:l north,
by all living things, even to the dripping
u-’;aes, and u%e rock?l'urrowed by the autumn
rains; when Freya, the goddess of youth
and love, went forth over the earth each
spring, while the flowers broke forth under
her tread over the brown moors, and the
birds welcomed her with song; when, ac-
cording to Olans Magnus, the Goths and
South Swedes had, on the retarn of spring,
a mock battle between summer and winter,
and * welcomed the returning splendour of
the sun with dancing and mutual feasting,
rejoicing that a better season for fishing and
bunting was approached ?” To those sim-
pler children of a simpler age, in more direct
contact with the daily and yearly facts of
Nature, and more dependent on them for
their bodily food and hfe, winter and spring
were the two great facts of existence; the
symbols, the one of death, the other of life ;
and the battle between the two—the battle
of the sun with darkoess, of winter with
spring, of death with life, of bereavement
with love — lay at the root of all their
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myths and all their creeds. Surely a change
has come over our fancies. The seasons
are little to us now. We are nearly as
comfortable in winter as in summer, or in
spring. Nay, we have begun, of late, to
mble at the two latter as much as at the
ormer, and talk (and not without excuse
this year) of the treacherous month of May,
and of ¢ summer having set in with its usual
severity.” We work for the most part in
cities and towns, and the seasons pass by us
unheeded. May and June are spent by
most educated peogle anywhere rather than
among birds and flowers. They do not es-
cape 1nto the country till the elm h
are growing-black, and the song-birds silent,
and the hay cut, and all the virgin bloom
of the country has passed into a sober and
matronly ripeness — it not into the sere and
yellow leaf. Our very landscape painters,
till Creswick arose and recalled to their
minds the fact that trees were sometimes
green, were wont to paint few but brown
autumnal scenes. As for the song of birds,
of which in the middle age no poet could
say enough, our modern poets seem to be
forfetting that birds ever sing. .

t was not so of old. The climate, per-
haps, was more severe than now ; the transi-
tion from winter to spring more sudden,
like that of Scandinavia now. Clearage of
forests and drainage of land have equalised
our seasons, or rather made them more un-
certain. More broken winters are followed
by more broken springs; and May-day is
no longer a marked point to be kept as a
festival by all childlike hearts. The merry
month of May is merry only in stage songs.
The May garlands and dances are all but
gone: the borrowed plate, and the milk-
maids who borrowed it, gone utterly. No
more does Mrs. Pepys go to lie at Woolwich,
‘in order to a little ayre and to gather
May-dew’ for her complexion, by Mrs.
Turner’s advice. The Maypole is gone
likewise ; and never more shall the puritan
soul of a Stubbs be aroused in the indigna~
tion at seeinﬁl' against Maie, every parish,
towne, and village assemble themselves to-
gﬁ.her, (ll)oth men,auwgllrlq? ang chil&lren,
olde and young, indifferently, an
into the ’v'no:(fes and groves, {illea ;‘:3
mountaines, where they spend the night in
gmyme, and in the morning they returne,

ringing with them birch bowes and braunch-
es of trees to deck their assembly withal
They have twentie or fourtie yoke
of oxen, every oxe having a sweete nose-
gay of flowers tyed on the ﬁp% of his
hornes, and these draw home this
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aypole =

(this stincking idol rather) which is covereddilf
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all over with flowers and hearbes, with two
or three bundred men, women, and children
following it with great devotion. . . . And
then they fall to banquet and feast, daunce
and leap about it, as the heathen people
did at the dedication of their idolles, where-
of th,is is a perfect pattern, or the thing

This, and much more, says poor Stubbs,
in his ¢ Anatomie of Abuses, and had, no
doabt, good reason enough for his virtuous
indignation at May-day scandals. But peo-
ple may be made dull without being made
good; and the direct and onmly effect of

tting down May games and such like was
to cat off the dwellers in towns from all
healthy communion with Nature, and leave
them to mere sottishness and brutality.

Yet perhaps the May games died out,
partly, because the feelings which had given
rise to them died out before improved per-
sonal comforts. Of old, men and women
fared hardly, and slept cold; and were
thankful to Almighty for every beam
of sanshine which roused them out of their
long hybernation ; thankful for every flower
and ewery bird which reminded them that
joy was stronger than sorrow, and life than
death. With the spring came not only la-
boar, but enjoyment : '

In the spring, the young man’s fancy lightly
tarned to thoughts of love,

As lads and lasses, who had been pining for
each other by their winter firesides, met
again, like: Daphnis and Chloe, by shaugh
and lea; and learnt to sing from the songs
of birds, and to be faithful from their faith-
folness.
Then went out troops of fair damsels to
- seek spring garlands in the forest, as Schef-
ful has lately sung once more in his ¢ Frau

Aventiure;’ and, while the dead leaves |
rattled beneath their feet, hymned ¢La |

Regine Avrillouse’ to the music of some
Minnesinger, whose song was as the song of
birds; to whom the birds were friends,
fellow-lovers, teachers, mirrors of all which
be felt within himself of joyful and tender,
true and pure ; friends to be fed hereafter
’:i ‘Walther von der Vogelweide had them

with crumbs upon his grave.

e melody, it must be remembered, is
unknown in the tropics, and peculiar to the
races of those temperate climes, into which
the song-birds come inspring. Some of the
old German Minnelieder seem actually cop-
ied from the songs of birds. ¢ Tauderade:’
does not merely ask the nightingale to tell
no tales; it repeats, in its cadences, the
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nightingale’s song, as the old Minnesinger
heard it when he nestled beneath the hime
tree with his love. They are often almost
as inarticulate, these old singers, as the
birds from whom they copied their notes ;
the thinnest chain of thought links together
some bird-like refrain: but they make up
for their want of logic and reflection by the
depth of their passion, the pertectness of
their harmony with nature. The inspired
Swabian, wandering in the pine-forest, lis-
tens to the blackbird’s voice till it becomes
his own voice; and he breaks out, with the
very carol of the blackbird —

Vogele im Tannenwald pfeifet so hell.

Pfeifet den Wald aus und ein, wo wird mein
Schitze sein ?

Vogele im Tannenwald pfeifet so hell !

And he has nothing more to say. That is
his whole soul for the time being ; and like
a bird, he sings it over and over again, and
never tires.

Another, a Nieder-Rheinischer, watches
the moon rise over the Lowenburg, and
thinks upon his love within the castle hall,
tlll he breaks out in a strange, sad, tender
melody — not without stateliness and man-
ly confidence in himself and in his beloved
—in the true strain of the nightingale:

Verstohlen geht der Mond aulf,

Blau, blau Bliimelein,

Duarch Silberwoikchen fiihrt sein Lauf.

Rose;oim Thal, Madel im Saal, o schonste
al

Und siehst da mich,

Und siehst du sie,

Blau, blau Bliimelein,

Zwei treu’re Herzen sah’st du nie ;
Rosen im Thal u. s. w.

There is little sense in the words, doubtless,
according to our modern notions of poetry ;
but they are like enough to the long, plain-
tive notes of the nightingale to say Aﬁ that
the poet has to say, again and again, through
all his stanzas. :

Thus the birds were, to the medisval
singers, their orchestra, or rather their
chorus; from the birds they caught their
melodies ; the sounds which the birds gave
them they rendered into words.

Aud the same bird key-note surely is to
be traced in the early English and Scotch
songs and ballads, with their often meaning-
less refrains, sung for the mere pleasure of
singing :

Binnorie, O Binnorie,
or
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With a hey lillelu and a how lo lan,
And the birk and the broom blooms bonnie,

or

She sat down below a thorn,
Fine flowers in the valley,

And there has she her sweet babe born,
And the green leaves they grow rarely,

or even those ¢fal-la-las,” and other nomn-
sense refrains, which, if they were not
meant to imitate bird notes, for what were
they meant ?

In the old ballads, tno, one may hear the
bird key-note. He who wrote (and a great
rhymer he was) —

As I was walking all alane,
I heard twa corbies making a mane,

had surely the ‘mane’ of the ¢ corbiea’ in
his ears before it shaped itself into words in
his mind : and he had listened to many a
¢ wood-wele’ who first thrummed on harp,
or fiddled on crowd, how —

In summer, when the shawes be shene,
And lecaves be large and long,

It is full merry in fair forest
To hear the fowlés’ song.

The wood-wele sang, and wolde not cea<e,
Sitting upon the spray ;

So loud, it wakened Robin Hood
Iu the greenwood where he lay.

And Shakespeare — are not his scraps of
saturated with these same bird notes ?
¢ Where the bee sucks,’ ¢ When daisies pied,’
¢ Uuder the greenwood tree, ‘It was a
lover and his lass,’ *When daffodils begin to
peery’ ¢ Ye spotted snakes,’ have all a ring
in them which was caught not in the roar
of London, or the babble of the Globe thea-
tre, but in the woods of Charlecote, and
along the banks of Avon, from —

The ouzel-cock so black of hue,
With orange-tawny bil ;

The throstle with his note so true ;
The wren with little quill;

The finch, the sparrow, and the lark,
The pluin-song cuckoo gray —

and all the rest of the birds of the air.

Why is it again, that so few of our modern
songs are truly songful, and fit to be set to
music? Is it not that the writers of them
— persons often of much taste and poetic
imagination — have gone for their inspira-
tion to the intellect, rather than to the ear?
That (as Shelley does by the skylark, and
Wordsworth by the cuckoo), instead of try-
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ing to sing like the birds, they only think
and talk about the birds, and therefore
bowever beautiful and true the thoughts
and words may be, they are not song?
That they have not, like the medisval song-
sters, studied the speech of the birds, the
primeeval teachers of the melody, nor even
melodies already extant, round which, as
round a framework of pure music, their
thoughts and images might crystallise
themselves, certain thereby of becoming
musical likewise. The best modern song
writers, Burns and Moore, were inspired by
their own old national airs ; and followed
them, Moore at least, with a reverent fidel-
ity, which has had its full reward. They
wrote words to music ; and not, as modern
ts are wont, wrote the words first, and
eft others to set music to the words. They
were right; and we are wrong. As long as
song is to be the expression of pure emo-
tion, so long it must taﬁe its key from music,
— which is pure emotion, untranslated as
yet into the grosser medium of thought and
speech — often (as in the case of Mendels-
sohn’s songs without words) not to be trans-
lated into it at all. .
And so it may be, tlmthikn some lﬂmﬁl"
, poets may go back, like the o in-
:%:ingers. to the birds of the forest, and
learn of them to sing.

And little do most of them know how
much there is to learn; what variety of
character, as well as variety of emotion,
may be distingnished by the practised ear,
in a ¢ charm of birds’ (to use the old south-
ern phrase), from the wild cry of the mis-
sel-thrush, ringing from afar in the first
bright days of March, a passage of one or
two bars repeated three or four times, and
then another and another, clear and sweet,
and yet defiant (for the great ‘stormcock ’
loves to sing when rain and wind is coming
on, and faces the elements as boldly as he
faces hawk and crow) — down to the deli-
cate warble of the wren, who «lips out of his
hole in the brown bank, where he has hud-
dled through the frost with wife and chil-
dren, all folded in each other’s arms like
buman beings, for the sake of warmth, —
which, alas Fsdoes not always suffice ; for
many a bunch of wrens may be found, froz-
en and shrivelled, after such a winter as
this last. Yet even he, sitting at his house-
door in the low sunlight, says grace for all
mercies (as a little child once worded it) ia
a song 8o rapid, so shrill, so loud, and J'ec
so delicately modulated, that you wonder
at the amount of soul within that tiny body,
and then stops suddenly, as a child who has
said its lesson, or got to the end of the ser-
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ves a self-satisfied flirt of his tail,
s in again to sleep.

wcter ¥ I know not how much vari-
character there may be between
the same species, but between spe-
| species the variety is endless, and
1— a8 I fondly believe — in the dif-
of their notes. Each has its own
inarticulate, expressing not thought
editary feeling; save a few birds
te those little dumb darlings, the
flycatchers, who have bumilt under
kroom window this twenty years,
have absolutely nothing to say, and
sgly have the wit to hold their
; and devote the whole of their
atellect to sitting on the iron rails,
off them a yard or two to catch a
y in air, and flitting back with it to

wt.

listen (to return) to the charm of
s any sequestered woodland, on a
forenoon in June. As you try to
agle the medley of sounds, the first,
4 which will strike your ear will be
d, harsh, monotonous, flippant song
chaffinch, and the metali’ic clinking
» three sorts of titmice. But above
e~tops, rising, hovering, sinking, the
*k is fluting, tender and low. Above
tures outside the skylark sings — as
e can sing; and close by, from the
rings out the blackbird’s tenor — rol-
audacious, humorous, all but articu-
from the tree above him rises the
{f the thrush, pure as the song of an-
wre pure, perhaps, in tone, though
00 varied nor so rich as the song of
rhtingale. And there, in the next
1the nightingale himself : now croak-
® a frog; now talking aside to his
1 the nest below ; and now bursting
0 that song, or cycle of songs, in
f any man finds sorrow, he himself
inds none. All the morning he will
nd ai:in at evening, till the small
wmd the chill before the dawn : but
voice sounds melancholy at night,
Al alone, or only mocked by the am-
blackcap, it sounds in the bright
g that which it is, the fulness of joy
:o True, our own great living poet

W —

In the topmost height of joy
) passion clasps a secret grief, —

leridge may have been somewhat too
when he guessed that —
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Some night wandering man, whose heart was
ierced

With the remembrance of a grievous wrong,

Or slow distemper, or neglected love

(Aad so,l?uor wretch, filled all things with him-
solf,

And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale

Of his own sorrow) — he and such as he,

First named these sounds a melancholy strain,

And many a poet echoes the conceit.

But that the old Greek poets were right,
aud had eome grounds for the myth of Phi-
lomela, I do not dispute, though Soehoclcs,
speaking of the mightingales of Colonos,
certainly does not represent them as la-
menting. The Elizabethan poets, however,
when they talked of Philomel, * her breast
against a thorn,” were unaware that they
and the Greeks were talking of two differ-
ent birds — that our English Lusciola Lus-
cinia is not Lusciola Philomela. which (I
presume) is the Bulbul of the East. The
true Philomel hardly enters Venetia, hardly
crosses the Swiss Alps, ventures not into
the Rhine-land and Denmark, but pene-
trates (strangely enough) further into
South Sweden than our own Luscinia:
ranging meanwhile over all Central Europe,
Persia, and the East, even to Lgypt.
Whether his song be really sad, let those
who have beard him say. But as for our
own Luscinia, who winters not in Egypt and
Arabia, but in Morocco and Algeria, the
only note of his which can be mistaken for
sorrow, is rather one of too great joy ; that
cry, which is his highest feat of art, which
he cannot utter when he first comes to our
shores, but practises carefully, slowly, gradu-
ally, till he has it perfect by the beginning
of June; that cry, long, repeated, louden-
ing and sharpening in the intensity of ri-ing
passion, till 1t stops suddenly, exhausted at
the point where pleasure, from very keen-
ness, turns to pamn.

How different in character from his song
is that of the gallant little black-cap in the
tree above him. A gentleman he is of a
most ancient house, perh;r the oldest of
European singing birds. How perfect must
have been the special organisation which
has spread, seemingly without need of alter-
ation or improvement, from Norway to the
Cape of Good Hope, from Japan to the
Azores How many ages and years must
have passed since his forefathers first got
their black caps? And how intense and
fruitful must have been the original vitalit
which, after so many generations, can sti
fill that little body with so strong a soal,
and make him sing as Milton’s new-created

168.
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birds sang to Milton’s Eve in Milton’s Para-
dise. Sweet he is, and various, rich, and
strong, beyond all English warblers, save
the nightingale: but his speciality is his
force, his rush, his overflow, not so much of
love as of happiness. The spirit carries him
away. He riots ug and down the gamut
till he cannot stop himself; his notes tum-
ble over each other; he chuckles, laughs,
shrieks with delight ; throws back his head,
droops his tail, scts up his back, and sings
with every fibre of his body : and yet he
never forgets his good manners. He is
never coarse, never harsh, for a single note.
Always graceful, always sweet, he keeps
perfect delicacy in his most utter careless-
ness.

And why should we overlook, common
though he be, yon hedge-sparrow, who is
singing so modestly, and yet so firmly and
so true ? or cock-robin himself, who is here,
as everywhere, honest, self-confident, and
cheerful ? Most people are not aware, one
sometimes fancies, how fine a singer is cock-
robin now in tlie spring time, when his song
is drowned by, or at least confounded with,
a dozen other songs. We know him and
love him best in winter, when he takes up

as he does sometimes in cold. wet summer

ays) that sudden wistful warble, struggling
to be happy, half in vain, which surely con-
tradicts Coleridge’s verse :

In nature there is nothing melancholy.

But he who will listen carefully to the
robin’s breeding song on a bright day in
May, will agree, I think, that he is no mean
musician ; and that for force, variety and
character of melody, he is surpassed only
- by black-cap, thrush, and nightingale.

And what is that song, sudden, loud,
sweet, yet faltering, as if half ashamed ? Is
it the willow-wren, or the garden warbler ?
The two birds, though very remotely allied
to each other, are so alike in voice, that it
is often difficult to distinguish them, unless
we attend carefully to the expression. For
the garden warbler, beginning in high and
loud notes, runs down in cadence, lower
and softer, till joy seems conquered by very
weariness; while the willow-wren, with a
sudden outbreak of cheerfulness, though not
quite sure (it is impossible to describe bird
songs without attributing to the birds hu-
man passions and frailties) that he is not
doing a silly thing, struggles on to the end
of his story with a hesitating hilarity, in
feeble imitation of the black-cap’s baccha-
nalian dactyls.

And now — is it true that

OF BIRDS.”
In nature there is nothing melancholy ? —

Mark that slender, graceful, yellow warbler,
running along the Ingh oak boughs like a per-
turbed spirit, seeking restlessly, anxionaly,
something which he seems never to find;
and uttering every now and then a
anxious cry, four or five times
which would be a squeal, were it not so
sweet. Suddenly he flits away, and fluttens
round the pendant tips of the beech-sprays
like a great yellow butterfly, picking :{:‘ in-
sects from the leaves; then flits back to a
bare bough, and sings, with hcaving bresst
and quivering wings, a short, shrill, feble,
wemuolous song ; and then returns to his
old saduess, wandering and complaining all
day long. Is there no mclancgoly in that
cry ? It sounds sad: why should it not be
meant to be sad ? We recognise joyful
notes, angry notes, fearful notes. They are
very similar (strangely enough) in all birds
They are very similar (more strangely still)
to the cries of human beings, especially
children, when influenced by the same
sions. And when we hear a note which to
us expresses sadness, why should not the
bird be sad? Yon wood-wren has had
enough to make him sad, if, only he recol-
lects 1t; and if he can recollect his road fiom
Morocco hither, he maybe recolleots like-
wise what happened on the road —The long
weary journey up the Portuguese coast, and
through the gap between the Pyrenees
the Jaysquivel, and up the Landes of Bor-
deaux, and through Brittany, flitting by
night, and hiding and feeding as he could
by day ; and how his mates flow against the
lighthouees, and were killed by hundreds;
and how he essayed the British Channel,
and was blown back, shrivelled up by bitter
blasts ; and bow he felt, nevertheless, that
‘ that was water he must cross,’ he knew not
why : but something told him that his mother
had done it before him, and he was flesh of
ﬁer flesh, life (()f her l:lﬁ-.,hnnd had inberited
er ‘instinct’ (as we call heredi memory,
in order to avoid the trouble ofuz’nding out
what it is, and how it comelsz. A duty was.
laid on him to go back to the place where
he was bred; and he must do it: and now
it is done; and he is weary, aud sad, and
lonely ; and for aught we know thinking al-
ready that when the leaves begin to turn
yellow, he must go back again, over the
Channel, over the Landes, over the Pyr-
enecs, to Morocco once more. Why should
he not be sad ? e is a very delicate bird,
as both his shape and his note testify. He
can hardly keep up his race here in Eng-
land; and is accordingly very uncommon,
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while his two cousins, the willow-wrea and
the chiff-chaff, who, like him, build for some
mysterious reason domed nests upon the
d, are stout, and busy, and numerous,
aod thriving everywhere. And what he
has gone through may be too much for the
wood-wren’s nerves ; and he gives way ;
while willow-wren, black cap, nightingale,
who bave gone by the same road, and suf-
fered the same dangers, have stoutness of
heart enough to throw off the past, and give
themselves up to present pleasure. Why
wot ?2—who knows ? There is labor, dan-
ger, bereavement, death in nature; and
why sbould not some, at least, of the so-
led dumb things know it, and grieve at

it as well as we ?

Why not ? — Unless we yield to the as-
ssmption (for it is nothing more) thas these
birds act by some unknown thing called
instinct, as it might be called z or y; and
are,in fact, just like the singing birds which
spriong out of snuff-boxes, only so much bet-
ter made, that they can eat, grow, and

te their species. ‘The imputation of
acting by instinct cuts both ways. We, too,
are creatures of iustinct. We breathe and
eat by instinct: but we talk and build
houses by reason. And so may the birds.
It is more philosophical, surely, to attribute
actions in them to the same causes to which
we attribute them (from experience) in our-
selves. ¢ But if 80, some will say, ¢birds
must have souls.” We must define what our
own souls are, before we can define what
kind of soul or no-soul a bird may or may
mot have. The truth is, that we want to
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(as it is now) it can do nought but good,
because it can do nongbt but discover facts.
It will only help to divide the light fron
the darkness, truth from dreams, health
from disease. Let it claim for itself all that
it can prove to be of the flesh, fleshly. That
which 18 spiritual will stand out more clear-
ly as of the Spirit. Let it thrust scalpel
and microscope into the most sacred pene-
tralia of brain and nerve. It will only find
everywhere beneath brain and beneath
nerve, that substance and form which is not
matter or pheenomena, but the Divine cause
thereof ; and while it helps, with ruthless,
but wholesome severity, to purge our minds
from idols of the cave and idols of the fane,
it will leave untouched, more clearly de-
fined, and therefore more sacred and impor-
tant than ever —

Those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may,
Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Are yet the master light of all our seeing ;
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make
Our noisy yoars seem moments in the being
Of the eternal sijgnce ; truths that wake
To perish never;
‘Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor man nor boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
Can utterly abolish or destroy.

Then sing, ye t.»irds, sit:ng out with jo.v;ms sound,

as the poet philosopher bids you. Victori-
ous analysis will neither abolish you, nor

set up some *dignity of human nature;’| the miraculous and unfathomable in'you and
some innate superiority to the animals, oa | in your song, which has stirred the hearts
which we may pride ourselves as our own of pocts since first man was man. And if
ion, and not return thanks with fear ' any one shall hint to us that we and the
and trembling for it,as the special gift of bLirds may have sprung originally from the
Almighty God. So we have given the poor same type; that the difference between our
animals over to the mechanical philosophy, : intellect and theirs is one of degree, and
and allowed them to be considered as oaly , not of kind, we may believe or doubt : but
mere cunningly devised dpieces of watch- in either case we shall not be greatly moved.
work, if philosophy would only spare us, *So much the better for the birds, we will
and our fine human souls, of which we are ' say, and none the worse for us. You raise the
80 proud, though they are doing all the birds towards us, but you do not lower us .
and folly they can from one week's towards them. What we are, we are by
end to the other. And now our selfconceit the grace of God. Our own powers aud
Bas brought its own Nemesis; the me- the burdea of them we know full well. It
chanical ;i!nilusophy is turning on us, and does not lessen their dignity or their beauty
saying, ¢ The bird’s “nature” and your in our eyes to hear that the. birds of the air
% boman nature ” differ only in degree, but ' partake, even a little, of the same gifts of
not in kind. If they are machines,s0 are God as we. Of old said St. Gutblac in
§u. They have ' no souls, you confess. Crowland, as the swallows sat upon his knee,
ou have none either.’ ; 4 Ie who leads his life according to the will
But there are those who neither yield to of God, to him the wild deer and the wild
the mechanical philosophy nor desire to sti- birds draw more near;” and this new theo-
fleit. While it is honest and industrious.ry of yours may prove St. Guthlac right..



116 FALSE

8t. Francis, too, he called the birds his
brothers. Whether he was correct, cither
theologically or zoologically, he was plainly
free from that fear of being mistaken for an
ape, which haunts so many in these modern
times. Perfectly sure that he himself was
a spiritual being, he thought it at least
sible that birds might be spiritual bemgs
likewise, incarnate like himself in mortal
flesh ; and saw no degradation to the digni-
ty of buman nature in claiming kindred
lovingly with creatures so beautiful, so won-
derful, who (as he fancied in his old-fashion-
ed way) praited God in the forest, even as
angels did in heaven. In a word, the saint,
though he was an ascetic, and certainly no
man of science, was yet a poet, and some-
what of a philosopher; and would have
ibly —so do extremes meet —have
med as orthodox, while we hail as truly
scientific, Wordsworth’s great saying —

Therefore am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods
And mountains ; and of all that we behold
From this green earth; of all the mighty
world

Of eye and car — both what they half creats,”
And what perccive ; well pleased to recognise
In Nature and the langnage of the sonse,
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the narse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
-Of all my mora} being.’

. C. KiNgsLEY.

From the Londun Review,

FALSE FACES.

WE find in “ Adam Bede” what to us
-seems a part explanation of a very difficult
social problem. Speaking of Hetty, Miss
‘Evans says that ¢ her face had a language
rthat transcended her feelings.” And then
she goes on to say that ¢ there are faces
which nature charges with a meaning and
-a pathos not belonging to the single human
.soul that flutters beneath them but speak-
ing the joys and sorrows of foregone gen-
erations; eyes that tell of deep love which
doubtless has been, and is somewhere, but
not paired with these eyes, perbaps paired
with pale eyes that can say nothing — just
as a-national language may be instinct with
-poetry unfelt by the lips that use it.” We
.often meet people with a plain story
.enough written in their faces, but when we
bave studied their natures, we find our
reckoning completely falsified by our ac-
.quaintance witﬁ them. This, unfortunate-
ly for men, eccurs most frequently with

FACES.

women. It is the greatest mistake to sup-
pose that, except in a very unsophisticated
time of life indced, a woman allows her
countenance to tell anything upon her;
but, apart from her power and instinct of
deception, there is again that—if we
may so term it — phystological advantage
which she derives from her ancestors,
and which enables her without effort to
wear an expression which may be eminent-
ly more attractive than that which she
could claim in her own right. If a man is
first bronght to love a woman for her face
he is pretty certain to continue to set the
tune of his thoughts about her to that key-
note. He expects certain qualities are dor-
mant in her mind which he alone bas been
clever enough to eive. He wonders
how her own family circle do not ap;w to
believe her capable of all he is satisfied she
can do and think. It would startle him a
little if he were to learn that the pensive
nose and thoughtful forehead came to
Louisa from her great-grandmother, and that
the mental attributes bestowed by him u;
on those features have been com lete‘;
eliminated during the transition. 'ﬁm is
the danger of studying physiognomy — one
danger at least of stadying a lady’s face.
The odds are all against our being right.
The fifticth part of an inch may put us out,
and bring around calamitous eventualities.
And yet it is assuredly the case that there
are men and women who believe in faces
long after the owners of the faces have
given the most distant lie and contradic-
tion to their own countenances. Love, or
whatever the f?lin may be termed, does
blind Titania to Ni(i Bottom's ears. Men
will cling to their ideal of a woman's face
for years after the woman has utterly nega-
tived every expectation to which it gave a
prompting. They will watch as patiently
and as perseveringly sometimes for the due
sentiment to come to its surface, and play
upon it as the angler watches his trout-flies
on the surface of the stream. This
anxiety and interest often readers matri-
mony more endurable. One reason why
brothers and sisters so usually quarrel when
living together is, that they are thoroughly
up in every move and thought in their own
circle. Faces tell no untruths to them.
They make no allowances on the score of
expression, and sisters who would be amia-
ble, before strangers will not care to re-
hearse in private. They wear a look for
the guest, and a look for the family dinner.
This is a danger to which a guest is ex-
posed. He has his ideal face, if he be ro-
mantic, from which he expects all that can
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make him lupp{. The lady who sits oppo-
site may either have this as an inheritance,
or put on something like it when she drese-
es. If her attractiveness be from the first
source she deserves no credit for it, and her
character may utterly belie it ; if she ac-
complishes it by the second plan, her ad-
mirers may be assured that she will no
more take the troable of keeping it up to
him, once the necessity for pleasing
seems to depart with marriage, than
she will take the trouble of being senti-
mental about him two years after that
event. A plain or an ugly woman, if she
cannot make herself han , can always
make herself desirable to some one, and
that one is the man whose ideal expression
corresponds with the mask for society with
which nature has provided the sex. This
s what is meant by the saying, that a wo-
man is seldom unmarried save through her
own fault. Every woman gets many
chances if she but knew them; not every
woman, however, will recognise the lover
whoee infatuation is sufficiently profound
and desperate to bring him to the point.
Unreasoning admirers, if ladies but knew it,
— admirers whe are caught with eyes, or
« tangled in Narea’s golden hair,” make
as good husbands as the most sensible and
ulating of admirers. A man who has
pluoged hopelessly into a sentimental at-
tachment, accepts the situation after a
while with a steady and enduring pertinaci-
ty, if only fairly encour: ; and nothing
will bring him more swifily or more as-
saredly to this state than the sight of a tgv
and manner of face on which some su S:
emotion is stirred within him whenever he
sees it
To turn for a moment from the more
sentimental aspect of false faces, it is curi-
ous to notice what complete changes in the
character of a countenance is effected by

and above all how great is the change:
whe

o death lays its hand upon it. Apart
from the alteration due to physical reasons,
there is unquestionably an unaccountable
relapse into phases of expression which we
have seemingly dropped years ago. One
of the most touching mmcidents of the death-
bed is the recognition by parents and rela-
tives of a youth and freshnrss on the face
of the departed, and of an expression asso-
ciated with school-time, boyhood, and the
spring of life. Harsh and hard-featured
men and women when lying at rest, have
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little of the ruggedness and the ungracious-
ness which they carried with them through
the world. Even old age —old age sink-
ing out in decay — takes a strange beauty
at the close, and a score of years, with the
furrows and the lines of years, disaﬁgear, to
permit, as it were, a trace of the beautiful
child-time to return again. Oris it that
all our other faces were * false faces” ex-
cept this? Perhapsso. Death is very sincere
and very truthful. It would be pleasant at
least to think that when passion was spent,
the socket burned down, and thought and.
brain asleep, nature herself comes to vindi-
cate whatever is good in us by a distinct
and final manifestation. The brother of
Death, as the poet calls Slumber, dies not
treat us so. In dreams our faces often
seem worn and weary, and even convulsive
to those who laok on us in that state. We
do not cast away the false face at night.
We bear it as our thoughts have formed it,
and our working existences, but at the
finish we are done with it. ‘The face of a
dead wife will seem far more familiar to
those who have known her in girlhood,
than to the man who has known her as hus-
gand for more years than they have seen
er.

With all faces we should be tolerant.
Men and women hide themselves from each
other by face as well as by words, and af-
ter a while the effort costs them nothing ;
the expression is set. Your physiognomist
is as great a fool as your lover, and just as
likely to be mistaken. No one except a
born idiot who is sealed on the forchead with
idiotcy, would carry his true inner char-
acter into the market world; and no wo-
man ever does. But what we cannot per-
ceive may not be so bad, and may be E:t-
ter than that which we think we can de-
tect. Many persons play a game of brag
with those whom they meet in this respect,
by assuming what is called an impenetrable
countenance. There is a necessity for this, as
thereis for reserve of every other kind. We
can no more with social decency express
our hatred, contempt, love, horror, rage,. or
impatience on our countenances, than we
can the corresponding sentiments in lan-

ua Motley in faces is our only wear

uring life ; in death we shall be fixed and
consistent, smiling and placid gencrally,
until the worm has his turn at us where no
one fees in the dark.
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From the Spectator.
HATS AND BONNETS.

Is the funnel-shaped hat, the Hat of Eu-
rope, the distinctive mark of the West,
which no Asiatic mentions without scorn,
and no man who wears it ever dreams of
defending by any argument of health,
beauty, or convenience, about to perish ?
It looks like it, for the extraordinary super-
structure has at last been attacked in the
rational way. Artists have denounced the
tall hat, doctors have condemned it, wits
have satirized it, quiet citizens have allowed
that it has every bad quality a head-dress
can have, and still Western mankind has
pertinaciously adhered to a costume it did
not approve. The attack was too revolu-
tionary. Some people wanted us all to go
barehceaded, which seemed to men accustom-
ed to go covered impossible ; some to adopt
the wideawake, which was condemned as
vulgar; some to fall back on a straw hat,
which was inconvenient. A man with a
bare head is half-dressed, wideawakes are
worn by grooms, a straw hat breaks when
lifted properly in a bow, and altogether
every substitute failed.  Atlast some genius
hit out a bright idea. Lcave the silk hat
alone, but lower its crown, and, lo! the
work was done. Monthl{, almost hourly,
the height of the funnel hat declines, t{e
brims widen, the edges turn up, uatil, if the
reformers have only nerve and cash, we
shallin twelve months be wearing a reason-
able headdress, — a low, stiff sombrero of
silk-covered card-board, with soft interior
edges, than which no one could wish for a
more reasonable or more becoming covering.
It will be light, for there will be little of it';
will shade the cyes and neck — far more
important — because it has broad brims;
can be taken off for a bow, because those
brims are stiff; and will not heat the head,
because it has the sinzle merit of the old hat
— it admits of scientific ventilation. Short-
en the silk-vcovered funnel to three inches
at most, widen the brims to at least two and
a half, turning them up a little, make the in-
side edges soft with an india-rubber belt, —
the linen or paper substitute is a blunder,
and india-rubber only a makeshift till chem-
istry helps the hatter, — and we shall have

a head covering acceptable at once to the !

hygeist, the artist, and the philosopher who
believes equality incomplete without at least
a possible (lcmocracy of dress. There never
will be any democracy of the kind — only

BONNETS.

He will think there is, and as under a Houase-
hold Suffrage he is master, that will mollify
him, and not hurt anybody. Seriously, no
helaldb-:ress has ever been invented whi;:
will better answer its many purposes —
lighter, cheaper, cooler, oryapmore perfect
protection than the low-crowned, broad-
brimmed, well-made silk “hat.” It is the
head-dress of our great grandfathers, — who
came out well in portraits, — improved and
simplified by the utilitarian genius of the
vear 1867. It is not perfeet yet, but if the
Prince of Wales can only be kept straight,
and does not reduce the height of his
more than an inch a month, and does not
ask Parliament for any money, 8o as to be-
come unpopular, we shall win the Hat game
et.

Y It is just possible that the ultimate result
of the Bonnet movement may be equally
satisfactory. People's judgments upon the
bonnet of to-day are disturbed, because
they will im{:ort into the controversy the
entirely irrclevant question .of the most
artistic method of dressing women’s hair.
Just as they thought they were condemning
crinoline when they were really discussing
the morality of ankles, so they think they
are discuseing bonnets when they are really
abusing chignons. If the chignon has any-
thing to do with the bonnet, argument be-
comesimpossible or futile ; we might as well
discuss the glove that would best suit people
who wore artificial thumbs. The bonnet of
the day is a very bounnet, even con-
sidered by itself, and it is only an introdue-
tion to something better. It has, in the
first place, all the negative qualities. It
does not hide the face like a poke. It is
not brazenm, like a pork-pie. It does uot
necessarily surrender the complexion to all
the winds of heaven, or that particular
wind which in Britain suggests that the
¢ other place ” must lie due east. It does
not ruin the complexion by compelling its
wearer to throw a red shade on pink cheeks,
or a green shade on zn alabaster face, or a
blue tinge over a creamy blonde, or an
orange tint over, — best colour of all, let the
poets say what they like, —the glowing
brunctte. It is, — ask any woman else,—
supremely comfortable, it will arrange itself
to any rational modc of dressing the hair, —
chignons are warts, not adornments, — it
admits of any colour, it will carry any wveil,
it can be made at any price, or of any ma-
terial, and, —that such felicity should be
attainable to husbands!—it will pack in
anv box. The band-box, that impossible

look at the tailors’ fitter in his perfect cos- | article of lugrage which nobody would
tume ! — but that is of minor 1mportance. | carry, —even couriers shied at it, — which
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nobody could protect from the smash it was
made to invite, which nobody dared aban-
don, and which always had to be replaced
after a day’s journey, is extinct, as extinct
as those marvellous contrivances made in
the posting days, and called imperials, and
in which only lady novelists nowadays be-
lieve. Their aristocratic heroines always
carry them on railway journeys, and some-
how or other get them under the seat.
There is uot a woman in Western Europe
who is not the prettier for the bonnet of
to-day, and we would wish it an eternity of
duration, but that, in the first place, the
natural man has a capacity of being bored
by sameness ; and in the second, there is a
possibility of a atill better change. Sup-
pose the bonmnet glides into the hood, we
mean the hood, and not the mantilla. We
have doubts about the mantilla. The milliner
countesses who write on fashions say it is
coming in for all but walking costumes, but
that will not do. So arc emeralds instead
of opals, but the people will buy neither,
nor mantillas either. The point for the
hilosopher in dress is the bonnet, or rather
covering which the majority of culti-
vated Western women are likely to wear in
the street, and we see hopeful signs that it
may by poesibility be the hood, the onl
head-dress ever worn by women whic
really covers the head, which can be made
of any thickness or any material, which
allows of any arrangement of the hair,
which requires no separate packing or car-
riage, and which enables its wearers to be
covered or uncovered without tedions pro-
cesses of preparation. With the hood five
seconds will fit a lady for the streets, a sav-
ing of at least ten per cent of the available
time of half the human race. Healthy,
convenient, and cheap, or costly at discre-
tion, the hood has every artistic recom-
mendation. It frames the pictare to per-
fection, with a frame of any fitting breadth
or colour, and it preserves as no bonnet ex-
cept the poke has ever done, that distinction
between indoor and outdoor costume, that
reserve in disgla_v which, above all things,
keeps up the charm of feminine variety.ng;t
suits all complexions and all ages, being in
fact itself of every age, the very same hood
which looks piquante on a girl looking grave
and quiet on the matron of forty-five. No
bonnet has that quality, and the grand rea-
son why bonnets are so often condemned
by artists is that Fashion requires them to
be all alike, while Nature insists on as many
shades of meaning in them as there are
years in a woman's life.
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From The Economist.

ON SOME POLITICAL EFFECTS OF THE
SCIENTIFIC PROGRESS OF LATER TIMES.

(COMMUNICATED.)

THe progress which has been made dur-
ing the last two generations -in searching
out the secrets of Nature, and in subjecting
her latent forces to the service of man, has
never been equalled or even approached
during any period of similar duration in the
history of the world.

We will enumerate, in somewhat_like
chronological order, the most important of
the discoveries thus alluded to:

The improvement of the steam engine.
Gas illumination. Steam navigation il-
ways. Photography. The electric tele-

raph.

LP;t. the reader figure to himself, if he
can, what a step backward for mankind the
sudden removal of even one of these would
be. How the well-being of the world would
be prejudiced. How the comforts of almost
every person in all civilised countries would
be interfered with. It would seem to most
of us that the march of human events would
be arrested, if we were suddenly replaced
in the same condition as that of our fore-
fathers 70 or 80 years ago.

No one indeed can doubt that the material
condition of mankind hasbeen vastly improv-
ed in consequence of the recent changes,
and the same thing may be said in many re-
spects as to his moral condition. Still, there
are matters falling chiefly and primarily un-
der the domain of politics, where it appears to
the writer that the line of movement has.
been rather retrograde than progressive,
and to some of these the attention of the
reader is now called.

The independence of all but the larger
European States is completely destroyed.
None but the five great Powers can any
longer exert self-action. The minor States
—such as Belgium, Holland, Switzerland,
the Scandinavian Monarchies, Greece, Tur-
key, and Portugal — exist only upon suffer-
ance, and are mainly supported by the
mutual jealousies of the great Monarchies,
aided by a respect for law and justice,
which, however feeble. is more forcibly felt
by mankind at large than in former times.

Italy and Spain occupy what may be con-
sidered an intermediate Position. he first,
indeed, may hereafter, 1f wisely governed,
rise above that state of feebleness which now
characterises her. Spain, owing to the nature
of her territories and the peculiar qualitics
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of her people, possesses powers of resistance |
which might intimidate or weary out the
most powerful invader.

Let us now cast our eyes backwards, and
regard the state of Europe, as respects the
independence of nations in former times.

Three hundred years ago took place the
revolt of the Seven United Provinces. For
nearly eighty years they contended against
Spain, which for a great part of the time!
bad the lorgest fleets, the best trained
armies, and the greatest generals in the
world at her disposition; yet the Dutch
finally and completely succeeded ; and two
centuries ago they strugsled against the
combined cfforts of France and England,
and came safely out of the conflict. Dur-
ing the great war, which ended in the over-
throw of the attempt of Louis XIV. to
establish his suprémacy in Europe, they
were one of the most important members
of the Grand Alliance.

The resistance of Venice to the league of

POLITICAL EFFECTS O

F SCIENTIFIC PROGRESS.

men under arms, displayed, on the field of
Sadowa. more than 200,000. In fact, the
overthrow of Austria was closely connected
with her defective administration, and this
again with the want of railroads, &ec., &c.
It is, of course, much easier to administer
well, and, indeed, to govern well, a small
country than a large one. Thus Holland

i could, two or three centuries ago, really ex-

ert all ber strength, while Spain could only
call forch a very small portion of her latent
power.

Of gourse it need hardly be remarked
that the general quality of the system of
rule in the two countries, leu'ling in the one
to a rapid increase of population, wealth,
and knowledge, while her enemy was sink-
ing rapidly into poverty and ignorance, had
much to do with the result of the struggle
between them.

Other examples might readily be cited
from the page of history, calculated to show
how the influence of defective admimistrs-

Cambray may be cited as another instance | tion on large States in former times, pro-
of the power of resistance in small States tected the smaller States in the enjoyment
in the early part of tBe 16th century. of independence.

Again, early in the 17th century, Gusta-| But then it will be said: Is it on the
vus Adolphus, landing in Pomerania with | whole better for mankind that they should
15,000 men, gave a check to the supremacy | be divided into many States of moderate
of the House of Austria and the Papal au-!size, than into a few large States ? There
thority, from which ncither has ever recov-} are many reasons for saying that it is so.
ered. | Small States differing in race, langu

We may here, too, allude to the effectual | and form of government, exhibit a
resistance of Frederick of Prussia to the; variety in the moral and intellectual condi-
combined attacks of France, Austria, and ; tion of their inhabitants, than can be ex-

Russia, during the seven ycars® war.

But how, 1t will be asked, are these
changes to be connected with recent scien-
tifie discoveries ?

The angwer is, that the improvements in
the art of administration now enable the
great powers to put forth all their strength,
and that this improvement in the art of ad-
ministration owes a great part of its effi-
ciency to railroa 's, good ordinary roads, the
electrie telegraph, &c., &c.

Time and space have ever been great
obstacles to the full exertion of military
power on the part of Governments ruling
over extensive territories.  The first is now
annililated ; the second reduced to a frac-
tion ot its former condition.

It is probable that the various States
which owned Philip 1L as their sovercign
contained as large a population as that of
Prussia before the Bohemian campaign, yet
P'hilip II. never brought upon one ﬁell.{of
battle, unless at St. Quentin, which was
just beyond the frontier of his richest and
est populous provinees, so many as 50,000
men, while Prussia, out of half a million of

i [;ected were they to be united in one great
. State.

i In the former condition of things too,
! there will be far more scope for the exhibi-
; tion of much of the highest order of talent.
There will be more ministers, more ehief
judges, &c., &c.

In a country like France, within a few
years, there will be no variety. The Gas-
con, the Picard, and the Norman will blend
together, until the whole population will ap-
pear as if castin the same mould.

Now surely the existence of vari
amoug mankind is a good. One set of men
possess what another want, and the result is
advantageous on the whole.

Who can doubt that there exists far more
mental power and varied knowledge in the
two millions of Swiss than in an equal pop~
ulation forming four or five French Depart-
ments, or that the Swiss would go back-
wardn after a few generations, if conquered
by F ;ance and governed on the French sys-
tem ?

Or who, again, can doubt that the union
of Belgium with France, or of Holland




THE SULTAN’S VISIT TO ENGLAND.

with Germany, wounld be a retrograde
change for the smaller countries ?

There would be a less demand in them
than now exists for superior ability and vir-
tue of certain kinds, and the sapply of such
high qualities would fall off. ggxperience
seems to confirm this opinion.

It is an indisputable fact, that the number
of great men has been far larger, propor-
tionally, in small than in large communities.
TIn proof of this. it is only necessary to point
to the Greek Republics — Athens especial-
ly; to Florence in the middle ages; to

gland — then a comntry with a small
Jation — from the middle of the 16th
to the middle of the 17th century ; to Hol-
land, and e\ en to Scot!and, which, although
united to England under one Sovereign
since the accession ot James I, yet has re-
tained, even to the present time, a separate
political existence.

It may be doubted whether the absorp-
tiom, in form or in suhstance, of the smaller
States by Prussia is likely to be advantage-
ous to Germany, having reference simply to
ber internal condition.

It is, however, advantageous to her, and
that in the highest degree, as affording the
oanly means by which she can be preserved
from the gigantic evil of being ravased and

landered by the French hereafter, as has
Lppened to her five or six times since
the early part of the thirty years’ war.

We have given reasons which will ac-
count for the existence in great nombers of
some classes of distinguishe!d men in small
States; but it does n it appear why, under
the law of lug[cﬂy and demand, t
and artists, &, &c.. shoull also usually
have been citizens of =mall States. Yet
everybody kunows that such has been the
fact. Perhaps the late Mr. Buckle, who
was of opinion that everything appertain-
ing to man fell_under the rule of average,
would have been able 10 explain this phe-
nomenon.

A careful resiew of the probable condi-
tion of the civilized wo 11, when it becomes
divided, as will hereafter happen, among a
few large States, wonld lead to the anticipa-
tion that the people of the future will per-
haps be prosperou: and happy, but that
they will be far more homogencous and
more uniform in quality than at present ;
that with an increase of wealth, and the
more equal spread of knowledge and ed1-
cation, the general level will be raised, but
that thero will be fewer lofty eminences
than in times past.

One is sometimes tempted to ask, are
thero any, or at any rate many, great men in
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our day ? To this question no satisfactory
answer can be given by their contempora-
ries.

It must be left to futare generations to
decide upon the merits of a Stephenson, a
Grote, a Tennyson, a Mill, a Bismark, even
of a Napoleon, and to assign them appropri-
ate niches in the Temple of Fame.

From The Saturday RReview, 15 June.
THE SULTAN’S VISIT TO ENGLAND.

THE expected visit of the SULTAN to
England ouglt to excite, not only emotions
of curiosity, but instincts of hospitality.
Even if the Turks have no claim on Eng-
land as allies and political clients, the hon-
our of the country is in some degree con-
cerned in the reception of the head of the
Mahometan world. It would be a scandal
that so great and so rarely seen a potentats
should be compelled to look from the first-
floor windows of an inn, or the apartments
of an unoccupied palace. If a country
which once thought itself the first in the
world cannot create an army or a navy, it
might at least find a dinner and a bed for
travelling Sovercigns. The abdication of
the ceremonious and representative fanc-
tions of Royalty is regarded with a patience
which may soon become exhausted ; and if
the SULTAN isexposed to the neglect which
has been suffered by other national guests,
there will be fresh cause for discontent and
irritation. It is possible that an Oriental
prince may be disposed to estimate the com-
parative importance of Western rulers by
the splendour and liberality of their respec-
tive Courts; and he may hold, with still
better reason, that deficient courtesy indi-
cates political dislike or indifference. It
scems that the Emperor of RussiA. whe
lately entertained the Prince of WALES
with studied magnificence, cannot evea be
invited to return the visit, in default of a
Royal hostess to make him welcome, or of
a delegated host. As the SULTAN is more
adventurous, or less familiar with the pe-
culiarities of the English Court, it may be
hope: that in some form he will receive the
attention which is due to his rank and to
his unwonted effort. Hitherto the only
public body which has prepared to do its
duty is the underrated Corporation of Lon-
don. It is something to have a municipal
body with money, with liberality, with a
gorgeous hall, and an abundance of gold
plate; and it is fortunate that Mr. MiLL
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and Mr. AYRTON have not yet reformed the
Lorp MAaYOR into a merely utilitarian
Chairman of Pavements and Scwers. The
Athenians retained the title of King long
after they had established a Republic, that
the titular archon might form certain
religious functions which had once been
associated with the Crown. The Mansion
House and the Guildhall ought to be valued
as the only remaining temples of national

hospitality. The Corporation has voted a !

considerable sum for the entertainment of
the SULTAN, nor could its superfluous reve-
nues be more properly expended.

The Ottoman Sovereign will be accom-
panied or preceded by his greatest vassal;
and it will be necessary for diplomatists and
masters of the ceremonies to remember that
the former Viceroy of Egypt has recently
expanded into a {(ing. is special title
has been announced in many unintelligible
forms, and it is impossible for Europeans to
appreciate the shades of greatness and the
reserves of subordination which belong to
the designations of various Eastern digni-
ties. It appears that the ruler of Ezypt is
something higher than a prince or grand
duke, and he may be supposed to be a King
in the sense in which Frederick I. of Prus-
sia was King, although he.still acknowl-
edged a feudal deference to the Emperor of
the Romans. When the Pasha of Egypt
visitel England five years ago, he was al-
lowed to spend much money in purchases
at the Exhibition, and he received various
attentions from companies and individuals.
If he had been Pasha of the most insigaifi-
cant province in Asia Minor he conld not
have been more candidly reminded by of-
ficial neglect that he was still technically a
subject and a private person. His recent
elevation in rank will furnish a convenient
ex-uge for repairing the error. 1t is not
necessary to inquire whether the new King
of Egypt governs his own subjects justly ;
and if he is charged with French predi-
Jections, there is the more reason for creat-|
ing or cultivating the clements of regard
for England. The alliance and goodwill
of Egypt must be obtained hy persuasion
or pressure, and stately lodgings, salutes,
and reviews are cheaper than threats or
blockades. If the chiet of the English Ex-
ecutive was a President with five thousand
a year, the entertainment of foreizn Prin-
ces would naturally devolve on clubs and
corporate badies. Under the present Con-
stitution, public hospitality ought to be prac-
tised by the acknowledged head of society ;
but it is better that a (Tuty should be per-
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formed by volunteers than that it should be
altogether forgotten.

Old-fashioned Mussulmans will probably
feel a superstitious uneasiness at the innova-
tion of a sight-seeing SULTAN, who resolves
to visit the capital cities of Western Chris-
tendom. Since the Ottoman conquest in
the middle of the fifteenth century, no
European Sovcreign has seen Constantino-
ple. nor has a Furkish Padishah paseed the
frontier of his own dominions, except as an
invading enemy. Even in the last geners-
tion the appearance of the Great Turkin
London would have seemed a surprising
anomaly. When the father of the present
SULTAN became a reformer, his first meas-
ure was the massacre of his standing army;
baut the progress of degeneracy or change
is rapid even in the East. and it may be
doubted whether the humblest subject of

the Porte would now be put to death with-
out some kind of trial. e Parlimentary

forms which have been transplanted to Caire
are not yet introduced at Constantinople;
bat the Turks have newspapers, a national
debt, and all the ordinary conditions of civil-
ization. The SULTAN himself is a model
of domestic constancy to a single wife, and
he is about to visit the Paris Exhibition.
Such a victory over ancient habits and pre-

judices perhaps indicates the approaching

extinction of Turkish dominion 1n Europe,
for only conscious weakners could cause the
abandonment of the picturesque oddities of
Asiatic despotism. The Turks are warlike
fanatics, or they are nothing ; and they caa
scarcely believe in an hereditary chief of
their religion who comports himself like a
foreign infidel. The PopE, who is prepar-
ing an ecclesiastical Exhibition of his own,
is perhaps wiser than his ancient counter-
part or rival in declinine to join the mob of
Kings and Emperors at Paris. In England,
if not in France, the SULTANY will be a less
embarrassing guest.

The visit of the STLTAN to Europe may
probably be undertaken with diplomatic
objects, for he must be well aware of the
anarchy and danger which he temporaril
leaves behind him. His ablest general,
with the available resources ot the Empire
at his disposal, has, in a campaign of two
months, not yet succceded in crushing a
handful of mountaineers. Tne insarrection
has, indeed, b>en fostered by the Greeks of
the mainland, but their enterprises have
proved the inefficiency of the Turkish navy,
as well as the ¢ ruraze and seamanchip of the
blockade-running captains and crews. Eu-
ropean intervention on behalf of the Cretan
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insurgents is imminent; and as soon as the
nominal or virtual independence of the
island is secured, similar experiments will be
tried in the continental provinces. 1f the
SuLTAN hopes to obtain from the English
Government active aid against his own sub-
jects, he will find that the Ambassador at
Constantinople bas represented with Fyerfect
aceuracy the neutral policy of the Foreign
Office. A stranger and a sovereign has
little opportunity of ascertaining the state
of public opinion; but there is no comntry
im Europe, with the exception perhaps of
Austria, where religious or political preju-
diee against the Turks is so little prevalent
as in England. A few ecclesiastical parti-
sans, and a few political theorists, cultivate
a certain sympathy with the Greeks, either
as Christians or as a subjugated race; but
it is generally felt that, even if the SuLTAN
e in a false position, he is not voluntarily
an oppressor or exterminator. There is no
danger of his becoming the victim of polit-
jcal assassination, nor is there in his
dominions a tribe or a village which has
been treated with the cruelty which Russia
has for many years exhibited to Poland.
The chorus of adulation which has been
raised since the escape of the Emperor
ALEXANDER does little credit to those who
assume to express French or English feel-
ing. Regicide is an abominable crime, but
its objects cannot purge the guilt of oppres-
sion by the dangers which they may incur.
If the descendant of OTHMAX has the mis-
fortune to be a Mahometan, he is guiltless
of deliberate .persecution, and he has never
held an ethnological Congress for the pur-
pose of encouraging disafiection among the
subjects of neighbouring States. Perhaps
it is & mistako to discuss the characters or-
the conduct of princes, who have a claim to ;
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AMERICA.

THE results of the last five-yearly census
justify the unbounded confidence of Ameri-
cans 1n the increasing prosperity and power
of their country. Notwithstanding the
losses of the war, the population of the
Northern States has increased by three or
four millions, and the United States already
outnumber every Euro%ean nation except
France, Germany, and Russia. By the end
of the ceatury the Republic will have passed
all its rivals, even if its boundaries are not
extended by conquest and annexation. The
decisive resalt of the civil war may perhaps
prevent for many generations future at-
tempts at disruption. The United States
are more compact and homogeneous than
the Roman Empire under AuGgusTuUs, and
it seems that, even in the most distant fu-
ture, they can have no foreign enemy to
fear. Abundance of land, a growing popu-
lation, traditions of energy, of industry,
and freedom, render it probable that the
North American continent will be the seat
of a higher material prosperity than has
hitherto been attained. The customs of
the country are adapted to its circumstan-
ces, although the central authority neither
commands nor deserves extraordinary re-
spect. The farmers, traders, and mechan-
ics who constitute the community manage
all their common affairs at home, and they
are almost entirely indifferent to the quali-
fications of Presidents, Senators, and mem-
bers of Congress. The absence of poverty,
and the universal diffusion of the rudiments
of education, render government easy or

‘unnecessary, and the mediocrity and vulgar-

ity which prevail at Washington neither

hospitable reception, not because they are ! offend the popular taste nor habitually affect
wise or good, but on account of their exalt-, the fortunes of the nation. American poli-
ed rank, and as the representatives of great | ticians have long since forgotten that Wasn-
communities. If the SuLTAN may be!1NeToxN and the other founders of the Re-
ht to be the head of a decaying house, | public were gentlemen. In modern times

be is still the heir of rulers who were once | the majority of the day is always noisy and
the most powerful in the world, and he is arrogant, and the minority submits and
the first dignitary of a religious commaunity |grumbles. The fow English politicians
which numbers its votaries by scores of ] whose memories extend back beyond 1860
millions. So conspicuous a potentate ought ' regard with constant amusement the exact
te be received with all pomp and ceremony, | reproduction by the dominant Republicans
for the honour of England, if not as a mark lof the old-fashioned Democratic insolence.
of regard to his country and dynasty. | Before the war.the Southern leaders refused
to allow any discussion of the topics which
they regarded as peculiarly important and
delicate. The Presidents of their choice,
in their Mersages to Coangress, habitually
‘scolded the Northern malcontents as if they
had been insubordinate schoolboys; and
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England was frequently threatened with
American vengeance on account of her sup-
posed objection to slavery.

It is now the turn of the Northern Re-
publicans to be overbearing, and they are
not disposed to neglect the opportunity.
Mr. KELLY, a member of Congress, lately
informed a public meeting at Mobile that
he could say what he liked, because he had
the army of the United States at his back.
As it was his pleasare to denounce secession
in the most violent language, and to exalt
the negroes at the expensc of the whites,
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cy, rather than from a change of sentiment,
that the State rescinded the exclusion. It -
is probably with a sound political instinct
that Northern Legislatures endcavour to
guard their own commnnities against a mix-
tare of unequal races which may hereafter
| affect and endanger the entire social fabric.
| From Maine to Louisiana the acclimatized
white American reproduces an extraordins.
rily uniform type. 'The habits, przudwu
gnd manners o thglin::cbti:l::: of dﬂ‘:‘:‘
tates have probably iarities J
own, but to sfr they are almost undis

it is not surprisinig that, in the absence of
the soldiery, his language provoked a riot.
Grave and pradent citizens of the Southern

tinguishable. The institutions of the coun-
Wiely that they will bo adapied. 10 e
ikely that they will be to
States advise their countrymen to accept charicter of n’egroes or of pIndim and
in silence all the vituperation which the good | Spanish Mexicans. Democracy has, in
taste of Republican missionaries can address | three or four generations from the establisk-
toa conquered people. The time may perhaps , ment of independence, cffectually swamped
come for expressing the feelings which must | refinement and education ; but coarsenes
be excited by the speeches of Mr. KELLY | may coexist with vigour ; nor does the rapid
and Mr. WiLsoN; but in the United States , degeneracy of statesmen imply any corre-
a defeated party, and even a minority, knows . sponding decline in the energy of the peo-
better than to expect generosity of lan-iple. American gentlemen must acquieses
guage. The immediate object of the North- | in the supremacy of the class which 1s rep-
ern emissaries is to_induce the negroes to resented in Congress and in the public
give their votes to Republican candidates; | offices, but the sovereign maltitude wll not
and as long as the best J)art of the white ; be equally tolerant of the pretensions of
population is disfranchised. the South may ;slaves or semi-barbarians to equality with
perhaps send representatives to Congress  themselves. It is only under a despotism
who will swell the existing majority. As: that the Syrian or the Gaul can enjoy the
the proscription wears out with time, and  privileges of a Roman citizen. The revo-
with the accession of voters who were too ! lutionary faction in England, now small in
young to take part in the war, the white ' numbers, but not contemptible in ability,
electors will not be disposed to follow the | contemplates the establishment rather of
political lead of the inferior race. The | French absolutism than of American demoe-
paradoxes of American politics are as tran- | racy.

sicnt as they are startling, and it is impossi- 3ne consequence of the separation which
ble that cight millions of men of European | has been established in the United States
descent should permanently allow them- | between high cultivation and political ac-
selves to be outvoted or governed by four | tivity is found in the entire absence of any
millions of Africans. Even if it be true general feeling of responsibility for the
that slavery has solved the difficult problem ; profound immorality of parties and their
of eradicating barbarism, an emancipated ! leaders. Once only in modern times a
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negro slave cannot be equal to two white
frcemen. It is true that the North can
casily redress the balance as long as it is
armed, organized, and in earnest ; but soon-
cr or later the ties of race and language
will exert their natural influence, and the
citizen of Massachusetts or New York will
discover that he has more in common with
an American of Virginia than with a black
Republican.  Notwithstanding the popular
demand for philanthropic equality, several
Northern States still refuse to concede the
suffrage to the negro. Within five ycars
the immigration of coloured settlers was
rohibited by the law of Illinois, and it was
rom a consciousness of absurd inconsisten-

great domestic struggle has aroused feelings
of earnest patriotism in both sections of
the United States. The wi of the
North in the conduct of the civil war was
only less remarkable than the unequalled
. heroism of the South, and on either side
i the best men were most zealous and active
'in the contest for empire or for indepen-
dence. With the return of peace, the na
tional conscience has subsided into its normal
repose. Foreign affairs are unluckily not
managed, like the business of townships or
counties, by those whose interests and char-
acter are concerned in prudent and deco-
| rous administration. No American serious-
|ly considers that his country has duties, or
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reign States have rights. The polit-
erature of the Union exhibits not a
protest against the impudent aid
is afforded by politicians to the Fe-
onspirac{. ven Democratic oppo-
f Republican policy report, as a mere
of news, the organization of armies
principal American cities for the pi-
invasion of Canada. A casuist
?ue that in such matters the people
nited States are rather non-moral,
onscious of right or wrong, than pos-
immoral. There are Governments
w in Europe which might be equally
less of justice, but the American
of Representatives is the only na-
mb’l)y in the world which is capa-
the wanton folly of a unanimous vote
pathy with Ireland and Crete, passed
e purpose of affectedly exg\r:aw’ng
antipathy to England and Turkey.
ro or three years the Americans pro-
in the most violent language against
gligence which had allowed one Con-
te cruiser during the entire war to
:from an English port. To drill an
in time of profound peace for an at-
n an unoffending neighbouring coun-
thought by politicians an expedient
cunning, by idlers an amusing eccen-
, and by the most enlightened Ameri-
curious illustration of their own na-
character. There are no grievances
ress in Canada, nor are there indige-
salcontents who are likely to take part
he rebels. The war, if it occurs, will
: in the simple tice of murder
obbery, and yet it will not provoke
avourable comment from any Ameri-
oralist, except on the ground that the
als will probably be the principal suf-
It is not surprising that the sects of
enthusiasts which attract Mr. Hep-
u DixoN’s indiscriminate admiration
3 commence their fantastic systems by
wiation of all concern with American
s, and often openly renounce their
nce to the United States. The silly
icious women who legislate for the
ommyuities take advantage of the
st point in the national character;
re most muddle-headed of fanatics re-
vith disgust the intrigues, the clamour,
1@ falsehood of the primary assemblies
mventions which are the original ele-
of the Government and islature
whington. As the reform of the na-
institutione is obviously impoesible, it
to a male or female charlatan better
ome & Mormon or a Shaker than to
in the unsavoury occupation of elect-
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ing or of seeking for election. The monks
of the middle ages often fled from the world
under the influence of similar motives.

DRIFTING.

“ Successuque acrior ipso
“ Prona pe'tit maria et pel:;go decurrit ape;to."

Ox ! let the good ship reel before tho breeze,
Borne on the shifiing tides of chance and
change ;
On, to untravelled gulfs and islands

strange,
Atlantis new, or old Hesperides.
On ! though no pilot’s eye the issue sces,
Charts thrown aside, and helm at random
tarned,
The crew bewildered, wiser counsel sparn-

ed,
And dark clouds gathering o’er the foam-fleck-

ed seas.
What matter, so with laogli and jest and jeer
The ship speeds on, nor slackens on her

way,
And shouts of many voices shut out fear,
At:jc: late-graspeid power lives out its little
1

y ?
Come come ill, we sing and pipe and
s, il
Slaves of each passing wind of Circumstance.

— Spectator. E. H. P.

Faitk's Work Perfected; or Francke’s Orphan
House at Halle. Edited and translated by W.
L. Gage. (Low and Son.) — Mr. Gage’s in-
troduction to this quaint little work would be
improved if he did not speak of Carlyle as cari-
caturing things in his ribald zigzag way, and as
virulently attacking almost every Christian.
We notico these blemiches the more, that the
tone of the whole work is so naive, so trustfal,
so charitable. Francke’s own account of the
manner in which he first began his work of in-
structing the orphans of Halle, how mone
came in, sometimes by gifts of fourpence half-
penny, at other times by gifts of 150.. ; how he
was frequently at a loss, and God sent an im-
mediate answer to his prayers, is almost mirac-
ulous. At one time, he says, he tried to find
one poor orphan to educate ; four were brought
to him to choose from ; * relying upon the
Lord, I ventured to take all four.” The one or
the four had to be supported on the interest of
75l., ‘yet Francke seems to have found that four
could be supported just as easily as one. One
of his most singular catries is, ““ To my sur-
Krise, a public hangman came in to sce me, and

rought me sixteen shillings, which, coming
from such a quarter, gave me new assurance of
the favour of God.” — Spectator.
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and many of his brother Arctic travellers,
are enthusiastic in their endeavours to com-
plete the record of Arctic discovery, and
are anxious that the honour of this comple-
tion should not be taken from England.
Among common sailors the Polar expedi-
tions are, oddly enough, extremely popular,
and should another be organized for reach-
ing the North Pole, there will be no lack
of willing hands to bring it to a successful
issue.

There are several other papers in the
Journal of much interest and value; but
our space prevents a longer notice of their
merits. Together they form a volume of
immense svientific importance, and show
that the Royal Geographical Society is re-
laxing none of its eneryy in prosecuting
svientific discovery in all quarters of the
world.

SweDENBORG'S RELIGIOUS MADNESS. —
In 1858 a small volame was offered for sale to
the Royal Library at Stockholm. It proved
tobe a diary kcptrl’:y Swedenborys between 1743
and 1744 ; and the extracts cited by Mr. White
show that he passed through well-known stages
of veligious madness. A sense of desolation
was experienced, though in a mild form; bat
roon, he says, ““all was heavenly, clear at the
time, but inexplicable now. In one word, I was
in heaven, and heard speech that no tongue can
utter, nor the glory and the innermost delight
which followed this speech.”  He next believed
that Jesus Christ appearced to him in person ;
and in the whole of his subsequent life he be-
lieved himself to be a divinely chosen instru-
ment for conveying religions truth to man.  As
a curious instance of his mode of interpreting
his virions, we find this entry: “Dr. Morsus
appeared to be courting a handsome girl, and
she allowed him to do with her what he liked.
I joked with her because of her easy consent.
ane was a handsome girl, and grew taller and
pretticr.  This means that I should obtain in-
formation and meditate about the muscles.” In
London, he appears to have gone quite out of
his mind, stripping himself naked, and rolling
in a deep muddy gatter; but he did not remain
in this condition, und was soon able to take care
of himself, and act rationally until his death,
though seeing visions and receiving spiritual
visitants ncarly the whole time. Returning
home, he resumed his official dutics, and em-
loyed his leisure in learning lebrew ; but be-
fieving Lim s.If to have a divine mission, he soon

| theological career of Swedenbolx
| be fairly traced in connection wi

SWEDENBORG’S RELIGIOUS MADNESS.

resigned his assessorship, and devoted the
rest of his life to theological pursnits. The
could only
with the history
of religions thought. His followers consider
that the reality of his all visits to heaven
and hell, smdy the truth of his opinions, are
shown by the force of internal evideace. No
one doubts Swedenbogu veracity or honesty,
and those whose minds impel them to scoept
his systom as a matter of faith find no difficalry
in believing that he was favoured sbove other
mogtals with a spiritaal insight. Otbers, while
admittiog that hismultitudinous writings coataia
many beautiful and true ideas, see no reason
for entirely separating his case from thousands
of others, in which cerebral disorder has
and given rise to analogous hallucinations. We
do not intend to discuss or describe his theo-
logical views. They are tolerably well known,
and his followers circulate them abundantly i
tracts and publications easily pbtsined, One
very fine thought occurs in his delineation of
the spirit worlds, which he conceives to be un-
trammeliqghby limitations of space. Nearness
of mind oM heart, according to his lrhilo.oplly.
cause 8pirits to appear in cach other’s presence,
und no physical journey ing is necessary to bring
together t whom active love and sympathy
unite. As a rule, his statements concerning
heaven and hell are nothing more than inge-
nious applications ot the notion that terrestrial
existence is the type of all existence. Joys
and pains, temptations, clothes, honses, &e.,
&c., are, according to his descriptions, much
the same in the epirit worlds as on earth, and
it is ditficulc to understand how any one caa
see in such delineations proof of ‘any thing
more than an ingenious constructive facalty,
acting more or less under the stimulas of
cerebral diseasc. * Great stress has been laid by
some on Swedenborg’s nﬂpn\'cnt knowledge of
cvents not within the reach ot ordinary fucalties
to discover. For example, at Guttenburg, be
is reported to have described a fire then raging
at Stockholm, 3l?0hmilu dntanzf. ::dﬂlﬁet
aring to watch the progress of the flames,
g.:claigled, “ Thank pGod, the fire is extin-
guished the thiid door from my house ;*’ which
proved to be correct. A few other stories of an
analogous nature are handed down with evi-
dence of authenticity more or less com
Such narratives are, no doubt, pussling,
belong to a very numerous class; and, in
ages, visions, dreams, and 'Breandm have
occasionally proved true. To affirm that such
cases cannot possibly be more than chance
coincidences would be to assume a knowledge
we do not possess, while to maintain that
are proofs of supernatural gncy is to invent
an explanation not wal by the evidence
— Intellectual Observer.
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130 WITH THE CHILDREN.—THE BRIDE AT SEA.

WITH THE CHILDREN.

8. AND A.

SweeT Rose-in-bloom is almost three,
And baby Alice scarcely one ;

The dearest girlies they to me
The summer day doth smile upon.

Our baby with the blue, blue eyes,
Our baby with the bonny hair !
Sweet face, 80 sweet in its surprise,
As if her little world more fair

And beaautiful each loving day
Unfolded with her tender bloom ;
Alas, the ministry of those
Who have a baby in the room

Is love that longs to break the heart
And find its wings to fold her close,

The heavenly angel sweet and sad
‘Whose guardianship asks no repose.

O Rose-in-bloom, and little love,
Well may the fairest mother face

Exquisite tenderness and grief
Blend in ineffable embrace !

Her kisses press where tears have dropped,
For love like hers, so pure, 80 blest,
May only bend a little while,
Its shelter wings above the nest !

8. P. B.
25 June, 1867.

THE BRIDE AT SEA.

(Ship Arizona, June 21, 1867.)

Frox the Narrows to the Sea
Glides the burk that beareth Thee !
Southward points its eager prow :
0, ye Tempests ! Calm ye now.

Hatteras ! lift thy morning star!
Cheer the Pale One from afar :

All serenc be all thy sky,

Smooth thy waves and waft her by.

Blow, ye Trade-Winds! Softly blow :
Fan her spirits, rising slow ;

To her cheeks the rose restore,

Eyes relume to dim no more.

Flower-Isles ! set in liquid glass,
Wreath your gates for her to pass,
Midway hung, in mystic show.
Heaven above and heaven below.

Rude, Caribbean Sea! be still ; —
Charm’d as by the Fair One’s will :
Let no wild wave break its thrall,
From the Isles to Aspinwall.

Isthmus ! o’er thy Sultry Land,
Speed her to the Western strand ;
Like a dream her transit be,
Every breath from evil free.

Great Pacific ! world at large!
Welcome thou this youthful charge :
Bear the Atlantic’s blooming boast,
Like morning’s blush along thy coast.

Then, like evening’s glory, gay
With gathered lights of all the day ;
Brilliant presage of the rise,

Fairer yet, of other skies : —

Thus, with splendid memories wrought

To firmaments of glorious thought ;

And hopes of happier times to come ;
T